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|THE REVOLUTIONISTS _ 


S25) EAR READER: To relieve the strain 
Of reading what in action’s plain, 

And to avoid the flat description 

Of usual Stage Direction diction, 

This letter will supply in rhyme 

Such things as color, place and time, 

Action, and some biography, 

History and geography: 

Helpful but undramatic facts 


Between the separate scenes and acts.... 


THE PLACE: The West end of an island, 
Part fabulous plain, part wrinkled highland; 
France's: two-hundred years by treaty: 
San Dominco (now called Hart), 

But at this time the richest prize 

That any King could victimize, 

Before Kings’ beads began to fall; 
Supplying coffee, dyes, and all 

The tons of sugar Europe craves; 


And tilled entirely by slaves. 


PHB LIME 1791. 

The Revolution has begun 

In France; its early moderate phase 
(Before the guillotining craze 


Rey 


Stirred Franklin to express regret, 
“The Cure is worse than the Disease’) 
Has not reached San Domingo yet. 


A certain traveler, returning 

Before the Insurrection, learning 

That he had been there “on the eve,” 
Took out his pen, rolled up his sleeve, 
And (like some journalists you know) 
Wrote a delayed I Told You So. 

This Man, De WimprFFeNn, whom you'll meet, 
Described the ennui and the heat; 

The planters, and their indolent wives 
Pricking the boredom of their lives 

With cruel pleasure, quackish cure 

And pornographic literature; 

Between the Wutte MEN and the Negroes, 
The rich but insecure MULATTOES 
(Scapegoats, loaded with abuse 

Of racial envy, like the Jews), 

A growing caste within the nation 

Who looked abroad for their salvation; 
And last, the BLack Staves, half a million, 
Outnumbering others ten to one, 

And set, by suffering and crime, 


To seize the power in their time. 


De WIMPFFEN wrote, with more than grace, 
“There is no twilight in this place, 

“No loitering dawn, no restful shade; 

“The evenings do not slowly fade 

“But vanish in the crash of night.” 

Feeling this cleavage: black-or-white; 
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Watching the pestilential river; 

The hillsides, splotched with green like fever, 
Where birds in suffocating Spring 

Scream through the trees but never sing, 
He wrote: “Nowhere are happiness 

And riches less synonymous. . 

“This colony is doomed .. .” and “Here 
“The only common bond is Fear... . 


The opening dialogue, to enable 

A backward glance, takes place at table. 
Reactionary sang-froid numbs 

The menace of the distant drums. 
The host, a certain Prerre LAvEAUx, 
Plantation Manager, is foe 

Of those in politics who fight 

To nullify the new-won right 

Of the Mulattoes’ liberty 

In the Colonial Assembly. 

His Wire is more disturbed by France. 
You'll recognize her at a glance: 
Bobbing in the prevailing waves; 
Flysterical; but good to slaves. 

De WimprFeEn, on his travels, tests 
The weather with two other guests; 
BLANCHELAND, Laveaux’s proprietor; 
His Countess, a Mulatto-baiter, 

Is (like some patriots of the present 
Who find the hate of Hitler pleasant 
But curse the Mongol, Jew or Negro) 
A pillar of the status quo. 

The hero of this play appears 
(Unlike most heroes) fifty years 
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Of age, when insurrection's blast 
Uproots the private with the past. 

A Negro slave, wise, learned, sure, 

His name is Toussaint LOUVERTURE. 
Unlike the mass of slaves, for years 

No whip has stabbed his back, no fears 
Have lodged within bis soul and rusted. 
He has been educated, trusted 

As coachman, doctor and advisor 

By Laveaux—but, unlike the riser 
From poverty whose income doubles, 
He suffers for his brothers’ troubles. 
He is a small man, gentle, homely, 
—And cunning as a tiger, some say. 


The other actors in this scene 
Are RIGAUD, CHRISTOPHE, DESSALINES. 


To DessALINESs, 4 Congo savage, 
Remembering the “Middle Passage,” 
The Revolution spells the chance 

To spit a White man on a lance; 

A simple fellow, fierce but loyal, 
And only in a battle, royal,— 

His weaknesses are bate for France, 


And, being gauche, the itch to dance. 


The factors in Ricaup’s equation 

Are envy, bitterness and passion; 

A Mulatto, raw from social slights, 

He scorns the Blacks and fears the Whites. 


“Black” fails to picture the innateness 
Of Henry Curistopue’s kind of greatness; 
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Whatever's common to creators 
—Poets, architects, dictators, 

And sometimes criminals—he possesses. 
But genius spoils in public places: 

To merely satisfy such pride 

Millions are dying, and have died. 


Lael 


Pear | ca 
+ 


Pr 
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The dinner dishes are being cleared away at 
the manor house of PIERRE DE LAvEAUX, who, 
with his wife, is entertaining the owner of 
the estate, CoUNT BLANCHELAND, COUNTESS 
BLANCHELAND, and their friend from abroad, 
Baron De WimpFFEN. Js the curtain goes up, 
distant drums are heard and the guests look 
apprebensively at each other. 


JEANNE DE LAvEAux 
I hear them. . . . There is no use telling lies 
Because | am a woman. The sky is quick 
With menacing intent and words unspoken 
As if some cry too piercing to be heard 
Punished the guilty air with its vibrations 
Making our flesh wince. Did you see the faces 


Of the slaves on the road to Plaisance, as we passed? 


De WIMPEFFEN 
I did. What is more, I saw the curling smoke— 


BLANCHELAND 


Of forest fires— 
Dre WIMPFFEN 
Possibly, Count— 
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JEANNE DE LAVEAUX 
Did you see 
The expressions in the market-place at noon 
When the Mulatto leaders were unstrapped 
From the wheel, and their broken bodies, stretched in blood, 
Slumped to the floor? 


Countess BLANCHELAND 
Ridiculous! The Blacks 
Will never join the Mulattoes. They hate each other. 


LAVEAUX 
They hate each other. But they hate us more. 


BLANCHELAND 
(Turning to DE WiIMPFFEN) 
What do you think, Baron? 
You have seen the trouble in France. 
This is different, isn’t it? 


De WIMPFFEN 
Perhaps, Count; but I couldn’t 
Help thinking, this afternoon: “The skins were white 
In Paris last September, when Versailles fell, 
But the expressions were the same—” 


Countess BLANCHELAND 
Now, Baron, Baron! 
Madame de Laveaux is unstrung enough. 
We have dealt with slave trouble for two hundred years, 
And will again. That is— 
(She looks at LAVEAUX.) 


if a managet’s left 
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On a single plantation, who can speak the language 
They understand. 
LAVEAUX 

But, Countess, hasn’t France 
Given the vote, by law, to the Mulattoes? 
When we refuse it to them, and instead break 
Their leaders on the scaffold, even the Blacks 
Will catch the fever! 


Countess BLANCHELAND 
(Scornfully) 
What fever? 


BLANCHELAND 
—The French disease: 
This thing called ‘Liberty,’ caught in America, 
Carried to France, and now: contagious here— 
(The drums are audible again, very faintly, then fading 
away.) 

JEANNE DE LAVEAUX 

Listen! They’re signalling to each other now. 


BLANCHELAND 

Nonsense, my dear. Your husband’s bold ideas 
And revolutionary sympathies 
Make you hear ghosts. For years these drums have rolled, 
Giving the poor slave enough jungle-courage 
To face the dark. A drunken, dancing Black 
Remembering Africa, is better off 
Than fancying injuries. 

(Changing his tone; turning to LAVEAUX) 

But haven’t I told you 

Since you assumed the care of my plantations, 
To put a stop to it? 
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LAVEAUX 
But if it works 
No harm, and gives them pleasure, why? What reason—? 


Countess BLANCHELAND 
Because Count Blancheland says so! Isn’t that 
Enough? Who owns this property? My husband, 
Or you? 

BLANCHELAND 

Darling! Have you forgotten where we are? 
This is our friend’s table. We are guests. 
In Paris— 


Countess BLANCHELAND 

Paris, Paris! It’s always Paris! 
You throw it in my face but never take me. 
Pll die a Creole on this barbarous island 
And at my funeral you'll talk of Paris! 

(She turns to LAVEAUX.) 

I see the issue of your liberal ways. 
My father died in Macandel’s rebellion 
Thirty-five years ago. What short memories! 
If we had not had our spies in every village 
The mains and reservoir that supply Le Cap 
Would have been reached, and half a million slaves 
Descending on us—well, why do you all sit there 
Looking so smug? 


LAVEAUX 
How many are we, Countess? 
I, too, have lived on this island my whole life. 
But though, like all the twenty-thousand Whites 
I sometimes pray to God to let me die 
In God’s country,—the eye of God is large 


And all men, whatever their color, live under it. 
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Countess BLANCHELAND 
You—a member of the Assembly—talking like this! 
If my husband were Governor, as I hope he will be— 


BLANCHELAND 
Listen, Laveaux, these Blacks are better off 
A thousand times, with food and lodging sure, 
Than in the Congo’s steaming jungle. The point 
Is that this loose talk of the Rights of Man 
Only stirs mischief. Take this Robespierre: 
What is our colony to the ambitious men 
Scheming for power in the Mother Country? 
When I tell you that in Le Cap, this afternoon, 
Christophe, the giant Black, at the Crown Hotel, 
Used words like this and struck his master down, 
Escaping to the hills, perhaps you will see 
Why I call it dangerous— 


CouNTESS BLANCHELAND 
I call it Mutiny. 


De WIMPFFEN 
My friends, whatever you call it, I can tell you 
They sat there talking this way last September 
Till the flames were visible from the windows. Look! 
(He points to the window. They turn, startled.) 
Supposing there were flames now? Will it take 
That much to make you act? 


JEANNE DE LAVEAUX 
Oh, dear, oh, dear, 
Can’t we stop talking politics? Just this evening? 
I know I started it. I was afraid... 
Of all our friends, we treat our Negroes best 
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And yet they frighten me. Marie, who sings 
Dahomet war-songs to the children. Paul, 
Who lost his hands for touching a white woman, 


They all frighten me—all but old Toussaint. 


Countess BLANCHELAND 

(Scornfully) 
“All but Old Toussaint!” Did you see his face 
When Ogé’s body broke this afternoon 
On the torturer’s wheel? I'd like to break his own, 
This knowing coachman with his white-man’s learning! 
I caught him reading when we came for lunch 
And asked him what he read. Guess what he said! 
“Military history: first things come first” — 


JEANNE DE LAvEAUx 
But it’s true! That’s what our Toussaint always reads. 


Why shouldn’t he? 


CounrtTESS BLANCHELAND 
You mean you trust a Black? 


JEANNE DE LAvEAUX 
I trust our Toussaint. He is kind and good. 
We're so suspicious. . . . Fear is in our blood. 


It springs from guilt, I’m sure. 


Countess BLANCHELAND 
Do you imply 
That that old scandal that has gone the rounds— 


JEANNE DE LAvEAUX 
What scandal? 
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CountTEss BLANCHELAND 
You know what I mean. That lie 
That links me with a Man of Color— 


LAVEAUX 
Countess! 
You know my wife meant nothing of the kind! 
Pierre de Laveaux and his wife would die 
Before repeating such— 


Countess BLANCHELAND 
Then why this talk 
Of “guilt,” these knowing looks? This most uncommon 
Solicitude for the savage? Wasn’t it you, 
Seeking to prove the purity of your blood, 
Who failed to establish that a sang-melée 
Having one-hundred-twentieth part color 
Five generations back— 
(A voice off-stage in the distance, at first mournfully, then 
rising to a fierce crescendo, sings: 


Eh! Eb! Bomba! Heu! Heu! 
Canga, bafio té! 
Canga mouné de leé! 
Canga, do ki la! 
Canga lil 


The guests look at each other, speechless, while behind them 
a black face appears at one of the windows, takes in the 
scene and disappears. LAVEAUX breaks the spell with a 


laugh.) 


CountEss BLANCHELAND 
How horrible! What was it? What does it mean? 
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LavEAUX 
Nothing. I’ve heard that song a dozen times. 
Priests sing it at their childish Voodoo rites. 
The meaning is obscure. 


JEANNE DE LAVEAUX 
Toussaint might know. . . . 
(She shudders.) 
Darling, have Toussaint bring my shawl to me. 
(Laveaux rings a bell on the table, twice.) 


Countess BLANCHELAND 
A good idea! We'll make Diogenes talk. 
(The door opens and Toussaint’s WIFE enters.) 


JEANNE DE LAVEAUX 
We rang for Toussaint. Is your husband out? — 


Mme. LouvERTURE 
He’s coming, Ma’am. He’s coming. He was standing 


Way yonder, by the gate-house. 


CounTEss BLANCHELAND 
Doing what? 


Mme. LouvertureE 
Looking at something in the distance, Ma’am, 


Through his spy-glass— 


Countess BLANCHELAND 
(Turning to LAVEAUX) 
You let him have such things? 
Oh, well, he probably looks through the wrong end! 
(Toussaint enters, standing respectfully to one side of the 
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table. He and his wife smile at each other, as she bows and 
goes out. The Countess continues, ignoring his presence:) 

I've always said, if there’s a nigger living 

Who can use a white man’s tools—I’ll have to see it. 

Give him a plough—he'll go back to the hoe. 

For instance, take the case of that Black woman 

At Petit Goave, who smothered her first child 

By lying on it. They warned her. Did she learn? 

Next year they had to hang her for repeating 

The same crime twice! The Count once flogged two fools 

For working their beet-patch past luncheon-time. 

Do you know what happened? Next week at the same hour 

While carrying my husband across the ford, 

The same gong struck— 


De WIMPFFEN 
And you fell in the water, Count? 
One cannot say the Black man never learns! 


CounTEss BLANCHELAND 
Oh, he learns all right. See—he has a book! 
(To Toussaint) 
What's this book you carry, Lieutenant General? 


"TOUSSAINT 
Raynal’s “Political History of the Indies’”— 
A work of some subtlety by one of your priests. 


JEANNE DE LAvEAUX 
But the song, Toussaint! Tell us what it means— 


TOoussAINT 
What song? 
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JEANNE DE LAVEAUX 
Across the court; while you were out. 


TOUSSAINT 
This book—contains almost a free translation— 


Countess BLANCHELAND 


Really! 


De WIMPFFEN 
(Aside) 
Let’s humor him. 
(To ToussainT) 
Let’s have it, Toussaint. 


TOUSSAINT 
(Reading from the book) 
“Tf self-interest alone prevails among nations and their masters, 
there is another power. Nature speaks in louder tones than philos- 
ophy or self-interest. Already there are established colonies of fugi- 
tive Negroes, whom treaties and power protect from assault. These 
lightnings announce the thunder. Only a courageous chief is want- 
ing. Where is he, that great man whom Nature owes to her vexed, 
tormented and oppressed children? Where is he? He will appear, 
doubt it not! He will call forth and raise the sacred standard of 
liberty. This venerable signal will gather round him the companions 
of his misfortune. More impetuous than the blood, they will 
everywhere leave the indelible traces of their just resentment. Every- 
where people will bless the name of the hero who shall have re- 
established the rights of the human race; everywhere will they raise 
trophies in his honor. . . .” 
(Toward the conclusion of this reading, distant drums are 
again heard, coming nearer.) 
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Countess BLANCHELAND 
No doubt you fancy yourself in this treasonable role? 
(Toussaint doesn’t answer. She stamps her foot, shouting) 
Answer me! 


TOUSSAINT 

(Quietly, without anger) 
Even white men must sometimes choose their words. 
These words were written before your Revolution, 
Before the Convention; yes, before the Bastille fell. 
Philosophers speak in riddles, poets by comparison, 
While political prophets, in days of gathering anger, 
To escape the policeman’s club or the censor’s stamp 
Or the winnowing wrath of the mob when the popular cause 
Is broached prematurely— 


BLANCHELAND 
We did not ask for a sermon. 


TOUSSAINT 
I'm sorry if I spoke by indirection. 
You see, the meaning of the song is—well, 
Some say they understand it, but my father 
Who had it from his father, the Black prince 
Captured in Guinea, was not sure himself. 
He said “You have to feel it”’—which is true. 
I feel it in that passage I just read you. 
I felt it on the day the Court acquitted 
The guilty planter—you know, the one who buried 
Nine slaves up to their necks in sand, and rolled 
A cannon-ball against their screaming heads? 
I felt it in the market-place this morning 
When Ogé’s neck broke. And this afternoon— 
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JEANNE DE LAVEAUX 
This afternoon? 


TOUSSAINT 
This afternoon I felt it in the air! 


BLANCHELAND 
You mean—you think the Colony is in danger? 


TOUussAINT 
This colony has never been secure, 
And never will be— 


Countess BLANCHELAND 
Till we French are murdered? 


TOUSSAINT 
—And never will be till there’s justice; violence 
Will settle nothing: violence is a symptom. 
The cure, as you have shown in France, is justice. 


BLANCHELAND 
Justice for whom? 


TOUSSAINT 
Eventually, for all men. 


BLANCHELAND 
And attained by what means? 


TOUSSAINT 
You can decide that. 
In fact you are deciding, in France now. 
What is society but a compromise? 
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A scales for Good and Evil? Tip the balance 
Too far to left or right, and one side threatens 
The whole arrangement in its corrective swing. 
The trouble is, sometimes whole centuries pass 
Without correction; the scale-arm sticks; red rust 
Covers the joint; custom and institution 
Hide the strain signals with deceptive dust. 
Then hell breaks loose. Injustice, ton on ton, 
Reels from the dark. Balance is gone. The good— 
All who were selfless, ready to listen, change,— 
Are caught with the evil, scattered and swept away, 
And nothing remains but vengeance: the smoking wood 
And the gutted city. 

(During this speech, the drums are heard again, faintly.) 


De WIMPFFEN 
Would it not be wise 
Now, while there is time, to accept the Decree 
Recognizing the Mulattoes’ political rights? 


LavEAUX 
We must! You are right! How often have I said 
In the Colonial Assembly what you are saying! 
But no one will listen— 
(Toussaint has gone to a side window, and stands looking 
out. They glance his way and continue talking, more qui- 


etly.) 


BLANCHELAND 
My contempt for the Mulattoes 
Is second to no man’s, but I quite agree. 
If the mood of the slaves is ugly—as he says— 
(He lowers his voice still more.) 
Well,—better in our camp than beside the Blacks! 


[ 21 ] 


JEANNE DE LAVEAUX 
I’m shivering. Toussaint, will you get my scarf? 
I think I left it in the carriage-house. 
(Toussaint bows and goes out.) 


LAVEAUX 
In numbers we're pitifully weak— 


Countess BLANCHELAND 
—And in courage like rabbits 

That jump when a twig snaps. Have you lost your manhood? 
Why did you break the impudent Mulattoes 
For treason on the wheel this afternoon? 
You spoke about a “program,” Baron. Mine 
Is this: impose a curfew; round up quickly 
All educated Blacks; for known attendance 
At Voodoo meetings, make the penalty death. 
To keep the Men of Color cold with fear 
String up a dozen Ogés and Chavannes 
Each week if necessary. Track the fugitives 
With bloodhounds to their mountain hiding-places 
And wipe them out. And if these measures fail, 
Then, and then only, make demands on France. 


De WIMPFFEN 
Splendid! My dear Countess, if San Domingo 
Had fifty spirits like yours she would be safe. 
But are you sure it’s not already late— 
Too late? 
JEANNE DE LAVEAUX 

It can’t be! Oh, we must act at once. 
I'm so afraid. We must do something, darling. 
The Countess is right. And, Baron, you are, too. 


We haven't long. 
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LAVEAUX 
And what, my dear, would you, 
The Countess’ new ally, suggest we do? 
Scuttle the Republic? Bring the King to life? 
Arrest Toussaint? 


(Aorrified, she looks toward the door.) 


JEANNE DE LavEAUX 
Shh! Good Heavens, No! 


Countess BLANCHELAND 
(Sarcastically) 
“Shh! Good Heavens, No!”—and here we sit: 


(Pointing in turn at BLANCHELAND, LAvEAUX, Mme. 


Laveaux and De WIMPFFEN) 
You, protecting the King’s ambassador! You, 
Taking their Revolution so to heart 
You cannot bear to see a Man of Color 
Without a judgeship! You, with your “Old Toussaint”! 
And you—you neutral crow—with your “Too late” 
Amused a second time to see a class 


That will not spill blood, abdicate! 


De WIMPFFEN 
No, Countess. 

It was too late for surgery in France 
When parties tilted—now the rich hold on 
And fight so bitterly, both sides are poisoned. 
I would not trust French reinforcements now. 
The soldiers will be sans culotte, each wearing 
His tri-color cockade. Can you imagine 


Their zeal to die for slavery? 
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Deg 


BLANCHELAND 
_ —But the leaders? 
Surely the generals are our kind of people? 


De WIMPFFEN 
Undoubtedly. But unfortunately, since Danton 
Seized power in June, authority is split 
Between the Generals and a new breed of men, 
Something you never dreamed of— 


LAVEAUX 
Commissioners. 


De WIMPEFEN 
Like this Sonthonax— 


Countess BLANCHELAND 
Why can’t we buy him? 


The King’s front men have always been for sale. 


De WIMPEFFEN 
Perhaps we might. But these Jacobins are chosen 
For their political zeal. They are extremists, 


And stop at nothing— 


Countess BLANCHELAND 
How I hate the French! 
Why don’t we call the Spaniards to our aid? 
Across those mountains in their well-ruled province 
There is no question who is master! 


JEANNE DE LAvEAUX 
Yes! 
Let’s write a letter to the King of Spain! 
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LAVEAUX 
But, Jeanne! and Countess! We are French—or aren’t we? 
Ideas like yours are very close to treason— 


BLANCHELAND 
Come, Laveaux, we are Creoles first; our fortunes, 
Our very lives depend on what we do— 


LAVEAUX 
Even to dealing with our traditional foe? 


Countess BLANCHELAND 
Would you rather deal with murderers? 


JEANNE DE LAVEAUX 
Would you rather 
Share this home of ours—with a Mulatto? 
Would you share me? 


BLANCHELAND 
How would you like a Black 
To tell you what to produce—to run your business? 
(Toussaint re-enters with the scarf. But since they are too 
busy talking, he goes to a side window and stands with bis 
back to them, looking out.) 


De WIMPFFEN 
What nonsense you all talk! Might I suggest 
(Lowering his voice; looking at Toussainr) 
This peaceful slave who knows the dangerous ones 
Is the most valuable ally that we have? 


"TOUSSAINT 
(Turning; to LAVEAUx, with dignity) 
Sir, if you will follow my hand—there— 
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Do you see the flames? 
(They all push their chairs back. LAVEAUX goes to the 
window.) 
I have been watching it for some time. At first 
I thought it might be an accident. But now 
Do you see the smoke-house and the distillery? 
Further to the left—about a mile—more smoke— 
The estate at Brigue is burning! 


(They all rush to the window.) 


JEANNE DE LAVEAUX 
I knew. it! I knew something terrible would happen 
This afternoon! No one would listen to me. 
I saw their faces! The way they looked at us! 
What are we going to do? O Toussaint! Toussaint! 
You won’t let them do it to us— 


LAVEAUX 
Really, my dear! 
You must control yourself. Nothing has happened yet— 


Countess BLANCHELAND 
Nothing has happened! Are you going to sit 
Talking like this until they tear the house down? 
(The drums begin to be heard faintly again, increasing in 
volume.) . 


BLANCHELAND 
It does look rather serious. We might send 
Toussaint to notify the militia at Le Cap. 


Dr WIMPFFEN 
Do you think there is time for that? If those fires mean 
What I think, Le Cap already is cut off 
And the North Plain is burning— 
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BLANCHELAND 
Toussaint, go 
See that the gates are locked, and then return. 
(Toussaint goes as far as the door, placing his band on the 


latch.) 


CouNTEss BLANCHELAND 
No! Do not trust him! He may lead them in! 


LAVEAUX 
Toussaint? Are you mad?—But I will not see him 


Exposed this way— 


JEANNE DE LAvEAUX 
Toussaint, you must not leave us! 
Please, Toussaint! Do not leave us here alone! 


De WIMPEFEN 
Strange, how in this crisis, they all turn 
To the one Black among them, this curious slave. . . . 


LAVEAUX 
Toussaint, come here. I forbid you to go out. 
(Toussaint comes toward them, expressionless, bis hands 
behind his back.) 
What do you think we should do? Attempt to flee? 


Or is it safer to stay where we are? 


TOUSSAINT 
I think it is safer. This is not a night, 
Being dark, for any but the darkest man 
To walk in freedom. What is happening now 
Could have been avoided, and would better have been, 
But can no longer. Acts of vengeance catch 
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On such a night the unjust and just alike. 
Fire is carried. Violence lights the match 
And hatred will keep it burning. Women and children 
Crying for mercy, will cry out in vain. 
Thieves will be crucified, with no God between them. 
And for crimes of other men, innocents will be slain. 
Therefore— 

(Imperiously, but without raising bis voice) 
You will go upstairs. Watch what happens from there. 
No harm will come to you while I guard this door. 


BLANCHELAND 
By God, I will not! 


Countess BLANCHELAND 


No! No! 


De WIMPFFEN 
I can see figures 
Cutting across the lawn— 


TOUSSAINT 
Please go upstairs. 


De WIMPFFEN 
—Some of them carry lighted torches— 


TOUSSAINT 
Upstairs. 

(During this exchange, the drums have approached to the 
very walls of the house. All but Toussaint go upstairs, re- 
luctantly. A black face appears again at one of the win- 
dows; there is a low, quick knocking and Toussaint glides 
across the room and opens it. CHRISTOPHE enters.) 
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"ToUussAINT 


Christophe! What are you doing here? 


CHRISTOPHE 
The Revolution has begun. This is our night! 
Night of revenge! Night of the long knives! 
But you and I—of course, we are above that; 
We know better. 
(He flourishes a paper, theatrically.) 
Order of the High Command! 

We need you, Toussaint: you are to report— 


By the way, where’s the family? 


"TOUSSAINT 
Upstairs. And safe. What do you mean, “report”? 
Who is this High Command? Speak plainly, Henry. 


CuRISTOPHE 
Does Henry Christophe ever gag for words? 
I will speak plainly: half a mile away 
The main body of the rebel gang advances 
Burning everything in its path. The illiterate priest 
Boukman, no doubt with dead snakes in his pocket 
To keep the evil spirits off, commands. 
Dessalines leads the vanguard. In politics, I 


Crack the whip. Strategy will be up to you. 


TOUSSAINT | 
What are your aims? 


CHRISTOPHE 
Aims? 


TOussAINT 
Yes. Intentions. 
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For instance, do you plan to take Le Cap? 
And if so, how? And then what? 


CurIsTOPHE 
Oh. I see. 
Aims. Yes. Of course. First kill the Whites. 
And then—perhaps—our new allies—the Mulattoes! 


TOUSSAINT 
And then? 
CHRISTOPHE 
Well, isn’t that enough? War aims 
Never go beyond that, if I know history. 
We'll choose a king, I suppose. And rule the world. 


‘TOUSSAINT 
Very poor, Henry, very poor. Your revolution 
Will have to do without me— 


CHRISTOPHE 
But, Toussaint, listen. 
(Confidentially, sly) 
I wasn’t serious. I’m not taken in. 
Here’s what we will do, Toussaint, you and I. 
The Blacks can never rule themselves—that’s clear. 
But just as obviously, the Whites are frightened. 
We have them “on the run” as they say in Paris. 
Le Cap is fortified. We can never take it. 
The Plain is ours. But Dessalines says, “Burn down 
Sugar-cane, shade-trees, everything!” —we'll starve; 
Then France will send a fleet, and troops— 


TOUSSAINT 
And then? 
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CHRISTOPHE 
And then—but you and I are much too smart 
To let that happen. Here’s what I suggest. 
We go along! We establish ourselves as leaders 
—Brigadier Generals—epaulettes and all!— 
But in Le Cap we keep our White friends posted. 
They're tired of siege by that time, god-damned tired; 


So when the price has been arranged— 


TOUSSAINT 
You mean 
You'd sell us back to slavery, for a price? 


CHRISTOPHE 
Us? . . . Them! I mean—of course I wouldn't! 
You know I wouldn’t, Toussaint! What I meant 
Was that the price of laying down our arms 


Would be our freedom— 


TOUSSAINT 
Oh. I see. 
(The noise outside has now increased. Suddenly the Whites 
come running downstairs, and BLANCHELAND, seeing 
CHRISTOPHE, covers him with a pistol.) 


Count BLANCHELAND 
You dog! 
What are you doing here? Hold up your hands! 
(CHRISTOPHE raises bis hands slowly.) 


Countess BLANCHELAND 
Why, it’s the waiter from the Crown Hotel! 
The rogue who struck a White two days ago, 
Henry— 
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CHRISTOPHE 
The name is Christophe, Henry Christophe. 
I'll trouble you to use all of it, or none. 
For Negroes the familiar part will do. 
For bloody White men— 


CounrtTEss BLANCHELAND 
Shoot him, Raymond, shoot! 


CHRISTOPHE 
(With studied disdain) 
This house is surrounded. Do you all want to die? 


Put that gun down. 


De WIMPFFEN 
I think you'd better, Count. 

(As BLANCHELAND lowers his pistol, CHRISTOPHE gives a low 
whistle. There is a crash, the doors burst open as DEssa- 
tines and Ricaup, followed by a dozen fierce, balf-clad 
Negroes and Mulattoes, two with lighted firebrands, enter. 
Countess BLANCHELAND and Mme. De LAVEAUx scream; 


the latter is held up by her husband.) 


DEssALINES 
What goes on here? 
(To CHRISTOPHE) 
I thought you’d have them strangled 
Long before I arrived. 
(Eyeing the women) 
But just as well. 
Tie up the men. Pll settle with them later. 
The women— 
(He starts to advance, menacingly.) 
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TOussAINT 
(Holding his hand up to stop him) 


Dessalines! 
DESSALINES 
(Startled; seeing bim for the first time) 
Toussaint! 
TOUSSAINT 


No one 
Will touch the women in this house. The men 


Will also be given safe-conduct to the City. 


DEssALINES 
Who says so? Who is running things here? Your | 
Or the slaves themselves, who have appointed me? 
They ask for vengeance and by God they'll get it! 
You have no reason to protect these people! 
You've suffered like the rest of us, haven’t your 


RiGAuD 
The hell he has! I’ve had my eye on this 
And won't be cheated out of it by him 
Just because Laveaux treats his Blacks like house pets! 
(He points accusingly at CouNTESS BLANCHELAND.) 
This woman is a notorious Mulatto-hater. 
Dessalines, you promised if I joined your gang 
I'd have this place—and that includes the women. 


CHRISTOPHE 
Be reasonable, Toussaint. 


DESSALINES 
We need you, but— 
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TOUSSAINT 
This family, when the power was theirs, was kind. 
Now, when the power is ours, shall we show less 
Respect for justice than their hired hangmen? 


DESSALINES 
All White men are the same. They are all our enemies. 


TOUSSAINT 

That is not true. There exists in France today 
A body called “The Society of the Friends of the Blacks.” 
The Revolution is with ws—not them. 

(Pointing at the Whites) 
Acting alone, our cause can never triumph. 
Acting alone, without our friends in France, 
The Spanish armies and the fleet of England 
Would make short work of San Domingo. And then 
Where would this insurrection be? And your 

(Seeing that they begin to be impressed, he turns to the 

Whites.) 

Gather your belongings now. Prepare to leave. 


(The Whites hurry upstairs. ) 


DEssALINES 
The bloodsuckers! No! I will not stand for it! 
Contact with them has weakened you. If you 
Had made the Middle Passage in a slaver, 
Lying in blood, as I did, sixty days, 
Body to body, quivering, stinking, rotting !— 
Shall it be said that Dessalines showed mercy? 
Never! Set fire to this house! 


Ricaup 
Stop! Have you forgotten our bargain already? 
This house is mine! 
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TOUSSAINT 
That’s right. Rigaud is right. 
The house is his.—But the occupants are mine! 
And San Domingo, Dessalines, can be yours, 
—And yours, Christophe—and Rigaud’s—unless already, 
Unless already it is too late— 


CHRISTOPHE 
Too late? 


TOUSSAINT 
(Mysteriously) 
In pace sapiens aptarit bello: 
In times of peace, the wise prepare for war. 
How many cannon have your? How much shot? 
Are gunners trained? Have camp-sites been surveyed? 
Le Cap is fortified. From Port de Paix 
To Mole St. Nicholas, then to Tiburon, 
The coastline is impregnable. The whole South 
(Looking at Ricaup) 
—Unless his Men of Color join with you— 
Cannot be outflanked. In the East, the Spanish. . . 
I have some contacts there: have your .. . In the West 
There’s Crete a Pierrot and the Artibonite: 
Siege engines and assault boats will be needed. 
Quod ali cibus est, aliis fuat acre venenum. 


CHRISTOPHE 
Quite right. I’ve learnt enough Greek by myself 
To grasp your meaning. 


DESSALINES 
We are not prepared. als 
I get that much of it. 
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CHRISTOPHE 
I have an idea. 


RIGAUD 
Fle has an idea. 


CHRISTOPHE 
Supposing Toussaint guides 
(Pointing upstairs) 
Those people, with our permission, to Le Cap. 
We're here. 
(Explaining with his hands their disposition) 
Five thousand Blacks are in the City. 


DESSALINES 
Go on. 
CHRISTOPHE 
But Toussaint’s also in the City— 
RicAuD 
Brilliant. 
CHRISTOPHE 


(To Ricaup) 
If you will shut your yellow mouth!— 
(Ricaup, enraged, attempts to jump on him; restrained by 
TOUSSAINT. ) 

As I was saying, Toussaint is inside. 

What is to stop him, at a given signal, 

And with the assistance of the Blacks within, 

From opening the City’s gates—to us? 


ToussAINT 
Three things. To begin with, I would not be free. 


Either they'd watch me constantly, or kill me. 
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Probably the latter. Second, I haven't joined 
Your insurrection, and I will not do so 
Until my conscience—and your aims—are clear. 


And finally, that is not my way of working. 


CHRISTOPHE & DESSALINES 


(Angrily) 


Then you're against us? 


TOUSSAINT 

On the contrary. 
Without my help—and Rigaud’s—your cause is lost. 
Rigaud, when he has set this house in order, 
Will raise a Mulatto army in the South. © 
I, when these Whites are safely in Le Cap 

(Looking at DESSALINES) 

And not a minute sooner, will cross the border 
And raise an army on the Spanish side. 
The Spaniards, hoping to embarrass France, 
Will lend equipment, and perhaps help train it. 
And then—if reason and conscience coincide— 


And aided by the Revolutionary’ French— 


DESssALINES 
What do you mean “the Revolutionary French’—? 


ToussAINT 
Laveaux, for instance. He’s not like Count Blancheland. 


In the Assembly he may side with us. 


DESSALINES 
Damn your conscience. But the plan is sensible. 
(The Whites now descend, in their wraps, carrying as many 
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valuables as possible, and assisted by Toussaint’s WIFE. 
DESSALINES turns to them.) 
Toussaint has had his way. But get out quickly 
Before I change my mind. 
(To bis soldiers) 
Come on. Let’s go. 
(DEssALINES, CHRISTOPHE and the Black rebels go out. The 
Whites look apprebensively at Ricaup; then at Tous- 
SAINT. ) 
RIGAUD 
Hurry! I want my table set for dinner. 


JEANNE DE LAVEAUX 
Is that—is he—going to have our home? 
(Toussaint doesn’t answer. Ricaup motions his Mulatto 
followers about.) 


RIGAUD 
You there! Cut down those pictures of France! And you, 
See that the cook and other Blacks get busy. 


JEANNE DE LAvEAUX 
We're going. Oh, Pierre, Pierre, our lovely home: 
Will we ever see it again? The plants I set 
Against the east wall—who will care for them? 
The children’s playhouse . . . Oh, Toussaint, will you tell 


This man to care for it, and ask him, please— 


Ricaup 
(Still directing his men) 
Bring up a case of wine, a salted boar, 
And— 
(Turning suddenly, in a rage) 


Do I have to tell you to go once more! 
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LAVEAUX 
We'te going. . . . Come, dear. In our City house 
We will be safe. 
JEANNE DE LAvEAUX 
Le Cap will be surrounded. 
I am afraid. 


BLANCHELAND 
Let us go with dignity. 


When we return— 


Countess BLANCHELAND 
—And return we will! 


RIGAUD 
Enough! 
Get out! 
(Turning to Toussaint) 
‘And you, too, treacherous Black! 
I'll keep my bargain—when they call your bluff. 
(All but Ricaup and his soldiers go out.) 


CURTAIN 
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The script of death was on the wall 
For months and years before the end 


In San Domingo: walls condemned 
Developed fissures; deadly quiet 
Descended after strike and riot; 
Till finally the great blow fell. 


Sick nations call themselves unwell 
Only when health is so unsure 
That death seems pleasanter than cure. 


The rising you have seen begin 

Has now spread island-wide, to win 
All of the slaves; but in Le Cap, 

The embattled capital, a gap 
Between the mountains and the Plain 
Has seen some dubious friends pour in 
To help the Whites:—Rigaud’s Mulattoes, 
Whose terror of the “Brigands” grows 
As black slaves in fantastic dress, 
Beyond control and leaderless, 

Set running fires, loot and murder. 
Boukman is dead. Across the border 
In Spanish San Domingo (aided 

By hopes that favors will be traded 
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To France's damage), Toussaint trains 
Disciplined troops (the hope is Spain's) . 
Christophe, among the “Brigands,” fights 
To drive a bargain with the Whites; ! 
Negotiations that would mean 


Death, if observed by Dessalines. 


Le Cap itself, besieged, cut off 

From everything but ocean wharf, 
Seethes with foreboding fear, confusion, 
Rumor, division and illusion. 

Some favor treating with the Blacks. 
Some, like Commissioner SONTHONAX, 
Righteous, suspicious, sly and vain, 

A lean, fanatical Jacobin, 

Favor Rigaud’s Mulatto faction. 
Blancheland, now Governor, feeds reaction 
By holding out the hope that troops 

Well under weigh in fifty sloops 

From France, will force a “white solution” 
By turning counter-Revolution. 


So, as the curtain lifts, imagine 

The City, gripped in this contagion: 
Voices condemning, pleading, urging, 
And forces from four sides converging 
To break the tension of the ring. 


Will France's sea-borne soldiers bring 

The relief toward which the Planters grope? 
Or, as Laveaux and his friends hope, 

Will it be Toussaint’s élite corps 

Now marching from the Southeast? Or 
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Rigaud's Mulattoes in Le Cap? 
Or do they merely bait the trap 
The Blacks are closing on them all? 


We take you to the Assembly Hall. 
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The Colonial Assembly Chamber at Le Cap 
Frangois, some months later. Its balcony, rear, 
overlooks directly the market-place, and re- 
motely the still-smoking North Plain from 
which the revolted slaves besiege the City. As 
the curtain goes up, GOVERNOR BLANCHELAND 
faces the body, one of whose members is on his 


feet, speaking. 


First AssEMBLYMAN 
I have only the gravest tidings to report. 
And I do so with some hesitation, remembering 
That in certain quarters it is still the fashion 
To discount our defeats as “propaganda” 
And call a murder “an atrocity.” 
The Brigands—the revolted slaves—control 
The whole Northwest from Hinche to Port de Paix. 
Of Limbé Parish, I alone survive. 
Since Boukman fell, their leadership revolves 
From band to band; their deeds are unbelievable: 
I saw their standard—it might have been my daughter— 
The blackened body of a dead White child; 
I cannot speak of what I saw! 

(He puts bis hands to his head, starting to sit down, but is 
supported to his feet again.) 
You see 

The whole horizon there a wall of fire; 
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The sky for weeks with burning cane-straw dark; 
Plantations, timber-land, consumed like wax, 
Leaving us isolated in this walled City, 
Le Cap—an island in a sea of Blacks! 
(He pauses.) 
I tell you, Governor Blancheland, and Assemblymen, 
But especially those, like Laveaux and his friends, 
Whose motion to appease the Brigands was defeated 
So overwhelmingly—we have one hope left: 
Those sails entering the harbor! General Leclerc! 
(Applause. He collapses in his seat.) 


BLANCHELAND 
I agree, Gentlemen. And I accept the Governorship, 
But until the General with his troops arrives 
And makes it clear that he is on our side, 
What power have we? Commissioner Sonthonax 
Is on his way to this Assembly now. 
He must not overhear this kind of talk. 
You've seen what happens to those who have displeased him: 
Passage to Paris means a one-way ticket, 
Trial by the Jacobins, and the guillotine. 
When Sonthonax hears how we dismissed this Christophe 
On our initiative, God help us! Leclerc— 
God grant that Leclerc side with us! But meanwhile— 
(He motions to LavEAux, who rises.) 


LavEAUX 
Meanwhile we sit here, arguing, debating 
What to do next! And when this Christophe comes 
Offering unconditional surrender 
In return for the liberty of a few dozen leaders, 
We turn him down! 
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BLANCHELAND 
But, Laveaux! Wait a moment! 
The motion was debated and carried against you. 
If we had given criminals their freedom, 
The very ringleaders of these Brigand bands, 
What principle would be left? Would God protect us? 


LAVEAUX 
Is God a White man—with a blonde moustache, 
Speaking French only? Does he sanction slavery? 


BLANCHELAND 
(Sarcastically) 
Then you'd abolish slavery, my good Laveaux? 


LAVEAUX 
Not at this stage.—But I would make a bargain 
If our lives depended on it—and our lives do. 
Christophe could have been bought. Christophe has gone. 


Now only Toussaint— 


BLANCHELAND 
And where is your Toussaint? 


LAVEAUX 
Outside the City Limits. He has trained 
In Spanish San Domingo, a well-armed legion 


Entirely of Blacks— 


SEcoND ASSEMBLYMAN 
(Jumping to his feet) 
A point of order! 
We have voted against this compromise with Blacks 
And will again! Leclerc alone can save us! 
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BLANCHELAND 
(Rapping excitedly with his gavel) 

Will I have to clear this Chamber? Sonthonax— 
If he should hear this talk!—and Sonthonax 
Hears everything—with Rigaud’s full support, 
The Mulatto soldiery inside this City, 
He could spoil everything! 

(Lowering bis voice) 

They even say 


Sonthonax has his agents in the Plain! 


First AssEMBLYMAN 
You mean—he negotiates with the Brigands! 


BLANCHELAND 
I didn’t say that—I cannot believe it. 
However. There are rumors— 


UnrrorMep ATTENDANT 
(Announcing, at the door) 
Commissioner Sonthonax! 
(SonTHONAX enters, followed by a squad of Mulatto soldiers, 
his guard.) 


SONTHONAX 
Greetings, Citizen-Comrades!—if I may use 
A figure of speech unpopular in certain circles. 


BLANCHELAND 
Welcome, Citizen Sonthonax. 


SONTHONAX 
Patriots tell me 


That the surrender offered by the slave, Christophe, 
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Has been rejected, and without my seal: 
Is that true? 


SECOND ASSEMBLYMAN 
(Rising and turning to BLANCHELAND, who nods permission) 

May I answer, Mr. Chairman? 
Citizen-Commissioner, this Assembly acted 
During your absence, in the best of faith. 
Rigaud, the former rebel, whom you protect, 
Controls our City Council. It is well known 
This Man of Color is unscrupulous. 
Only one thing restrains his hate for White men— 


SONTHONAX 
And what is that? 


SECOND ASSEMBLYMAN 
His terror of the Blacks. 


SONTHONAX 
You mean— 


SECOND AssEMBLYMAN 
If Christophe’s terms had been accepted 
And the Black insurrectionaries had been disarmed 
White San Domingo would now be at the mercy 
Of this yellow demagogue! 


SONTHONAX 
(In a low, insinuating voice) 
I see. I see. 
To keep the blood of San Domingo pure— 
(Suddenly shouting) 


Prejudice! It is prejudice that prevents 
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Collaboration with Men of Color! Pride 
Of skin, encouraged in ex-Royalist circles 
—And circles not-so-ex, that still corrupt. 
I will expose this talk for what it is. 
The attitude of France toward slavery 
Has been affirmed: No Compromise. Leclerc 
Has been despatched to smash this slave rebellion 
And I will second him. As for Rigaud 
His hatred for the Blacks is too well known 
To be affirmed by me. I therefore ask 
Once more, by what authority Christophe 
Was sent away? 

(He pauses. No one answers.) 

Did no one vote against it? 


LAVEAUX 
(Rising) 
I voted to accept. But it seems strange 
That if you favor Leclerc using force 
You should question the majority— 


SONTHONAX 
I question this: 
Decisions taken without asking France, 
Arbitrary action based on prejudice, 
Their attitude toward Rigaud— 


LAVEAUX 
But I agree 
With that part of the majority's opinion: 
What rights has Rigaud? Is it not enough 
That he occupies our homes, controls our imports, 
Insults our women, has his hoodlums spend 
Our tax-money on uniforms? Was Rigaud 
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Elected to this body? Is Le Cap 

Under this local dictator you favor 
So democratic and secure? I’d trust 
The moderate arms of Toussaint— 


SONTHONAX 
Oh, you would? 
Odd how Mulatto-haters trust a Black. . . . Could it be 


That all this prejudice toward Men of Color 

Has personal roots? that it has to do with money? 
(Raising his voice) 

Why wasn’t I consulted about the terms! 


BLANCHELAND 
The Constitution— 


SONTHONAX 
What is this Constitution? 
Who wrote it? Who was it designed to save? 
Are “Law” and “Justice” timeless, abstract things? 
Did Mulattoes help draft it? Does it guard the slave? 
No! It was drawn up by Planters—and to save their skins, 
Their white skins, represented by the white cockade; 
Those who at Martinique make counter-revolution 
But will not here! the luke-warm! Those who are paid 
By émigré agents! Enemies of France who dream 
Of English intervention. Since I was employed 
By the Jacobins to protect the Revolution, 
I now decree the Constitution void! 
Blancheland, you will proceed to France at once— 
Rigaud and I take power—he speaks through me. 
(A cannon shot is heard in the distance, as the Mulatto sol- 
diers are stepping forward to seize the Governor. Excite- 
ment sweeps over the Assembly.) 
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BLANCHELAND 
Leclerc! 


First AssEMBLYMAN 
Praise be to God! 


SECOND ASSEMBLYMAN 
The army of liberation! 


Tuirp AssEMBLYMAN 
(At the window, right) 
They are already disembarking! 


First AssEMBLYMAN 
We ate saved! 


SONTHONAX 
Citizens, are you mad? 


First AssEMBLYMAN | 
(Disregarding SONTHONAX completely) 
Leclerc will save us! 


SONTHONAX 
Leclerc! The French army? Do you forget 
The Committee of Public Safety? Robespierre’s ruling 
That in all things political, the Commissioner's word 


Is law? Will you stop acting like children! You are only fooling 


Yourselves— 
SECOND ASSEMBLYMAN 
Leclerc has saved us! 
Tuirp AssEMBLYMAN 
Leclerc’s wife 
Is a Creole! 
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First AssEMBLYMAN 
Leclerc’s sympathies are well known! 


BLANCHELAND 
He will protect the Constitution— 
(A Guard enters the door, presenting arms, and announces 
triumphantly: “General Leclerc!” LecLerc enters, in dress 
uniform, followed by a dozen heavily armed soldiers.) 


SONTHONAX 
(Bowing slightly) 


Citizen-General Leclerc. 


LECLERC 
(Saluting) 
Citizen-Commissioner! 

Governor Blancheland, and Assemblymen! 
The situation that I find in this City 
Is deplorable. Mulatto hoodlums roam the streets. 
Those that I found with arms are being arrested. 
Black stevedores at the pier refuse to help 
Unload artillery. There is a rumor 
That Spanish partisans, and mostly Black ones, 
Commanded by a certain General Toussaint, 
Are in the suburbs. What does all this mean? 


BLANCHELAND 
(Pointing at SONTHONAX) 
That man—! 
SONTHONAX 
One moment; let me— 


ASSEMBLYMEN 
(All shouting excitedly) 
Here! Here! 
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LECLERC 
One at a time! First Governor Blancheland. 


BLANCHELAND 
General! 
This man, this monster, this fanatic, this 
Sonthonax— 


SONTHONAX 
—Blancheland! Ill remember that! 


BLANCHELAND 
The time for threatening us is past! Listen! 


LECLERC 


(Motioning SontHONAx down. To BLANCHELAND) 


Go on. 


BLANCHELAND 

—First he permits the damned Mulattoes 
To share in our estates; not stopping at that, 
He gives their leader Rigaud authority 
To organize a Club of Jacobins. 
This Club now rules Le Cap. And now, today, 
The swine declares the Constitution void 
And our authority ended— 


LECLERC 
Commissioner, 
These are serious charges. What have you to say? 


SONTHONAX 
Half-truths and lies. . . . By what authority, General, 


In politics do you cross-question me? 
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LecLERC 
(Tapping his sword) 


By the authority of arms. Your answer? 


SONTHONAX 
([nsinuatingly) 
Is it true, General, that your rank persists 
From the Old Regime? That you have friends abroad 
In certain circles? That your wife still owns 
Coffee plantations of some thousand acres 
Near Leogane? How would you like to question 
My right to make decisions of this nature 
Before the Revolutionary Tribunal? 


LECLERC 
You fool! That kind of talk is out of fashion 
Already in Paris. My regiments may be thin 
But wait until a strong man comes to power 
And gives them the equipment that they need! 
You Jacobins don’t trust efficient generals, 
Do you? But I warn you, things are changing— 


SONTHONAX 
What things? 


LECLERC 
Well, did you know that the Decree 
Guaranteeing Mulatto rights, has been annulled? 


SONTHONAX 
Annulled! 


LECLERC 
On September 24th. 
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SONTHONAX 
Good God! 
Just when their faith in me was taking rooting... . 
Are the moderates back in power? 


LECLERC 


They will be soon. 


SONTHONAX 
I see. I see. 
LECLERC 

Now, Sonthonax, you will go 
Immediately, and bring before this Assembly 
The leader of the Mulatto gang, Rigaud. 
His followers have been disarmed already. 
I wish to question him about this plotting 
With the Brigands— 

(SONTHONAX starts out.) 


SONTHONAX 
I will bring him. 


First AsSEMBLYMAN 
(Shouting) 
It’s not Rigaud 
Who’s plotting with the Brigands! Don’t let him go! 


LECLERC 
Why not? 
SONTHONAX 
(To First AssEMBLYMAN) 
How dare you interfere with France? 
Do you forget I am Commissioner? 
(He continues out.) 
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Tuirp AssEMBLYMAN 
Stop him! 
LECLERC 
I have commanded. 


BLANCHELAND 
But, General! Wait— 


LECLERC 
You heard me. The Mulattoes are disarmed. 


BLANCHELAND 
Disarmed! Exactly! That is why we fear him. 
You never should have let him quit this room. 
You've left him one way out; one possible 
Ally— 
LECLERC 


Ally? 


BLANCHELAND 
He may let in—the Brigands! 


LECLERC 
You're all hysterical. Why, didn’t he charge 
That you offended, sending off this slave 
Who would have made the Blacks lay down their arms? 


BLANCHELAND 
But, General! Can’t you see that all that changed 
When you arrived? What good is Rigaud now 
To Sonthonax? Once you had made it clear 
That your troops had disarmed Rigaud’s police, 
What power remained in the Commissioner’s hands? 


He'll play the last card that he has—the Blacks! 
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LECLERC 

Has he the guts to do it? If he let 
The Blacks swarm through this City, who'd Bhs: them? 
Not Sonthonax! He’d be butchered too. But still— 

(To his aide) 
Follow the Commissioner and bring him here. 
See that all other soldiers of the line 
Occupy the City immediately. 

(His aide goes out. A Messenger enters and hands a letter to 

BLANCHELAND, who glances at it.) 


BLANCHELAND 
Laveaux, 
This is a message for you. 


LAVEAUX 
(Coming forward and reading it hastily) 
It is from Toussaint. 


He is in the City and would speak with us. 


LECLERC 
Whose man is this one? 


BLANCHELAND 

An ex-slave of Laveaux 
Who would not join the Brigands; he has some Blacks 
Trained by the Spaniards—to embarrass us; 
Apparently he has deserted Spain. 


LECLERC 
(To Laveaux) 
Bring him in. 
(Laveaux goes out. One of Leclerc’s soldiers returns, comes 
to attention. Salutes.) 
Well, what news? 
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SOLDIER 
The Commissioner has not been found. 
Disarmed Mulattoes, from all points, assemble 
Carrying their belongings, as if to leave. 
We cannot make it out. An eerie silence 
Hangs over the deserted streets— 


LECLERC 
Enough. 
Pursue your search for the Commissioner. 
(The Soldier salutes, goes out.) 
Now— 
(The other door opens and LAvVEAUX re-enters with Tous- 
SAINT, in uniform, wearing the tricolor cockade on bis hat. 
A murmur sweeps over the Assembly.) 
Your name? 


"TOUSSAINT 
Toussaint Louverture, 


General of Brigade. 


LECLERC 
Well, General, have you troops? 
And if you have, where are they disposed? 


TOUSSAINT 
My troops are in the City. 


(Another murmur, of surprise, sweeps over the Assembly.) 


LECLERC 
How did they pass 
Through the Brigands in the Plain? 


ToussAINT 


If by “Brigands’’ 


You refer to the slaves—my troops are also Black: 


They had no trouble. 


BLANCHELAND 
But the City’s strong-points? 
How did you gain admittance to Le Cap? 


LAVEAUX 
Permit me, Sir—as officer commanding 
The Cordon of the West—to explain this point. 


On my initiative, I admitted Toussaint. 


BLANCHELAND 
You—admitted him! 


LECLERC 
No time for quibbling now. 
These troops may prove valuable. Let me handle this. 
Now, General, you can do us a gteat service. 
These Brigands in the Plain—I mean, the Blacks— 
Must be disarmed. We'll pay you for your help. 


TOUSSAINT 
I will accept—on one condition. 
The condition that I had in mind in coming. 


LECLERC 
Name it. 


TOUSSAINT 
That the emancipation of the slaves 
—All of them—be proclaimed by this Assembly! 
(Wild disorder seizes the Assembly whose members begin 
shouting, “No!” “No!” “Throw him out!” “Hang bim!” 
etc.) 
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LECLERC 
Think what you say! You ask the impossible. 


Such action is up to France. The Colonists— 


TOUSSAINT 
Supposing Sonthonax— 


LAVEAUX 
A point of order! 


Would it not be better to accept— 


ASSEMBLYMEN 
(Shouting) 
Sit down! Sit down! 


LECLERC 
How many hands favor it? 
(Laveaux and two others raise their hands.) 
There is your answer. 
(The sound of distant cries now begins to be audible; con- 
stantly increasing in volume.) 


TOUSSAINT 

Very well. But, Citizens, 
Let me appeal to you directly. Think 
Of the catastrophe that threatens; the blood 
That will be shed if someone lets them in! 
Would you lose your wives and children for a dogmar 
It may come to that: you're one to ten. 
I, too, deplore the horrors of the Plain. 
But retribution takes this ugly shape 
Only when Justice for long years has slumbered 
And Pity is driven underground by Fear. 
Citizens of the Republic! Strike for Freedom! 
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Must Declarations of the Rights of Man 
Be written in blood—and if they are so written— 
(During this speech a French soldier comes in and speaks to 
LecLERc in a whisper. LECLERC gives a signal with his hand 
and two of his soldiers seize Toussaint and bind him.) 


LECLERC 
Citizens! Good news! 
This fellow’s Black guard, marching through the City, 
Has served its purpose. Rigaud joins with us 
From now on—taking orders and obeying; 
The Mulattoes have their arms back— 
(He steps to the window as the noise outside increases.) 


What goes on? 


TOUSSAINT 
Look toward the Plain! The approaching clouds of dust; 
The lines are breached— 
(The door opens and a badly wounded soldier flings himself 
into the Chamber, shouting at the top of his voice.) 


SOLDIER 
The Brigands! The Brigands are in the City! 
(Wild confusion. All the AssEMBLYMEN rush to the win- 


dows.) 


First AssEMBLYMAN 
It’s true! 


Tuirp AssEMBLYMAN 
Mother of God, save us! 


SECOND AssEMBLYMAN 
Who has betrayed us? 
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First AssEMBLYMAN 
Nothing can save us! 


Tuirp AssEMBLYMAN 
How did it happen? 


BLANCHELAND 


Sonthonax! 


SECOND ASSEMBLYMAN 
They are butchering the women! 


First AssEMBLYMAN 


You can hear their cries! 


Tuirp AssEMBLYMAN 


Everywhere | 


SECOND ASSEMBLYMAN 
Thousands! 


First AssEMBLYMAN 
They swarm through the streets like flies! 
(The noise can now be distinguished on the stairs and outside 
‘both sets of doors. From one side a group of Negroes in 
Toussaint’s uniform break in. Disregarding the Assembly 
they unbind bim.) 


TOUSSAINT 
(To his men as he struggles out of the cords) 
Hurry! Carry these orders. Lose no time. 
The Negroes from the Plain are swarming in: 
Without objectives, quite beyond control. 
Bring the ringleaders to me. Throw a cordon 
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Around this building. At the west approach 
Draw up platoons three deep for volley-fire. 
Swing cannon to the parapet, commanding 
The harbor blockhouse. Do not open fire 
On the Blacks. A broadside in the air will do. 
Raise earthworks with the paving stones. Dig trenches. 
Anything to impress your discipline 
On them. Let none but their leaders pass this door. 
(Turning, as his soldiers go out, to the ASSEMBLYMEN. ) 
Keep away from those windows. It is safe back there. 
(The other set of doors, facing the Plain, now bursts open, 
and the “Brigand” leaders, headed by DEssALINEs, with 
drawn, bloody sword, rush in.) 


DEsSALINES 
Toussaint! 


TOUSSAINT 
Dessalines. 


DESsALINES 
Are you here to cheat us 
Of our revenge again? If so, prepare— 


TOUSSAINT 
I have joined the Revolution, Dessalines. 


DEssALINES 
Good! Shall we celebrate by disembowelling 
(He moves toward the cowering ASSEMBLYMEN, rear) 


These fat pigs here—? 


‘TOUSSAINT 
I wouldn’t. . . . Tell me, Dessalines, 
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This enveloping action was superb! Who planned it? 
Your 


DESSALINES 
(Throwing out his huge chest, smiling) 
I planned it, Toussaint—all of it. 


TOUSSAINT 
Brilliant, amazing.—But who let you in? 


DEssALINES 
Why, Sonthonax— 
(Suddenly sensing that he is being led away from the sub- 
ject) 
But ll not be cheated twice! 
This is my action, not yours, Louverture! 


TOUSSAINT 
(Disregarding him; turning to bis ORDERLY) 
Are my platoons drawn up? Are bayonets fixed? 


Is evety intersection covered? 


ORDERLY 
(Saluting) 
Yes, Sir. 


DEssALINES 
(Looking around, uneasily) 
What's that you say? Is it a trap? 
My guards— 


TOUSSAINT 
(Turning abruptly to DESSALINES) 


Well, Dessalines, let’s hear your orders. 
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Call up your men! See if they come. 
(He pauses.) 
Where are they? 


DESSsALINES 
(Fingering his sword, nervously) 
I won't be played with... . My soldiers are about. . . . 


"TOUSSAINT 
—T’ll tell you where they are! They’re looting bedrooms! 
Loaded with clothing: women’s hats and gloves 
And parasols, no doubt. Some rape; some drink; 
But none of them are under your control; 
The control—is mine! 

(Suddenly changing his tone) 

But listen, Dessalines. 
Courage is absolute: my cunning’s not. 
We need your bravery. It can take a bridgehead, 
Assault a battery; through crossing shot 
Infiltrate jungles; take a town by storm 
—But never hold one. To hold takes discipline. 
Together we can take—and hold—this island! 

(SONTHONAX, with bandaged head and looking frightened, 
comes in. He is accompanied by CurisTOPHE; ‘TOUSSAINT 
turns to him.) 

Citizen-Commissioner, who controls out there? 


SONTHONAX 
Controls! This is no war! It’s revolution! 
The smell of blood affects these slaves like wine. 
Hardly had I escaped the in-rushing Blacks 


When the Mulattoes went for me! 
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TOUSSAINT 
In short, 
(Looking at CHRISTOPHE and DESSALINES sternly) 
Nobody is giving orders. It is a riot. 


DEssALINES 
Well, what if it is? 


CHRISTOPHE 
(Pointing to LECLERC) 
He’s finished, isn’t he? 


TOUSSAINT 
You fools! Do you think the French give up so easily? 
Riots won’t save us. France will send more troops: 


Thousands, hundreds of thousands. 


CHRISTOPHE 
(To DEssALInEs) 
He is right. 


DEssALINES 


What shall we do? 


TOUSSAINT 
Well, I will give some orders. 

Dessalines! You will command our troops, 
Take a detachment of my Spanish regiments, 
Patrol the streets. Protect 
All Whites—no man shall suffer for his race. 
The penalty for looting will be death; 
Place heavy guards at warehouses and docks; 
Ration existing foodstocks; take a census 
Of available manpower. Then report to me. 


[ 67 | 


DEssALINES 
I will. But get this, Toussaint: | suspect 
This love-feast with the white-devils. If tomorrow 
It turns out I was right 
To hell with moderation!—then I'll give orders. 
(He goes out with his men.) 


TOussAINT 
Now, General Christophe. When we leave this Chamber 
Guide to their ships all Frenchmen who would leave, 
Whether to France or to America. 
(He turns to the AssEMBLYMEN. ) 
There is no compulsion. You are free to choose. 


CHRISTOPHE 
But I protest! Why let them sail to plot 
A come-back in the States? or war from France? 
Why not detain them here as hostages? 


SONTHONAX 
He is right. Look at that window, Toussaint—there! 
Nothing but force can hold this thing in check. 


TOUSSAINT 
There has been enough bloodshed. I will have no more. 
General Leclerc, and Governor Blancheland, you, 
Will ship for France. The rest of you 
(Pointing to Whites) 
are free 
To stay or leave. I have spoken. 


LECLERC 
(Bitterly) 
Very well. 
(Turning to SONTHONAX) 
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—But Christ! if we had you with us to stand trial 
For this atrocity! But France will change, 
Is changing; when they turn against the Terror 
There will be one last guillotine-accounting; 
Sonthonax! 
(Shaking his fist at him) 
France will find her strong man! Then 
I will be back! 
(CuristoPHE hurries him off with BLANCHELAND and the ma- 
jority of the Assembly; he turns at the door, shouting) 
Remember that! 
(They go out; the doors close behind them.) 


SONTHONAX 
We should kill them! 
Would it not be the part of wisdom, Citizen, 
To strangle them quietly at the pier? 
Before we ever have this island quieted 


They will be back and at us! 


CHRISTOPHE 
—And Dessalines! 
Do you really think that Dessalines is with you? 


"TOUSSAINT 
Dessalines is loyal—But where is Rigaud? 


SONTHONAX 
He tried to kill me— 


TOUSSAINT 
Kill you—? 


SONTHONAX 
Yes—for letting 
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The Blacks take over what he thought was his. 
The last shot that he fired grazed my head. 


CHRISTOPHE 
He broke away— 


SONTHONAX 
And now with half his soldiers 
Heads for the South, swearing he'll have revenge. 
(He slumps in a chair.) 
The Blacks—the Mulattoes—Dessalines—Leclerc— 


What anarchy, How can we ever rule it? 


TOUSSAINT 
We'll rule it. But there’s no time for despair. 
Laveaux will be Governor. Sonthonax, you, 
As France’s representative, prepare 
The instrument of freedom— 


SONTHONAX 
(Jumping up) 
I'll announce it. 
Here, from this balcony: Robespierre would approve! 
I'll make a speech. They’ve never heard a speech! 
(He steps to the balcony at the back of the stage; a murmur 
rises outside.) 
Brothers! This day has ended 
On the Island of San Domingo—slavery! 
All men are free and equal! By proclamation, 
I, Sonthonax, Commissioner of France, 
Proclaim— 
(Hoarse applause drowns him out.) 
I, Sonthonax!— 
(He is cut off again.) 


I, Sonthonax!— 
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ToussAINT 
Py (le renee 
- list of forces. to contend with 


Leclerc was right: there is not much time. 


‘CURTAIN 


WAY) HE years of peace between these Acts 


bie Sled by no solemn pacts. 


If Toussaint’s rule is unmolested 


And San Domingo's not invested, 


Do not ascribe it to a “chance” 


Extended generously by France; 
But rather, to the unboped-for pause 


Fortuitously dealt by wars 
That spread the Revolution thin 


On three fronts, while convulsed within. 


The wave on which the Jacobins rose 
Recedes; the damaged flats disclose 
Faces disfigured by the error 


Of unrelenting hate and Terror. 
The pitiless eye of Robespierre 


Looks upward at the shearing air; 

His jawbone shattered by a ball, 

The mob that raised him cheers his fall. 
The puritan departs. The crowd 

That dared to ordain Reason, God, 


Gives way to lobbyists, bystanders, 


Gamblers and salonists and panders. 


The jeweler does a roaring trade: 
Gold-headed crops; tiaras; braid 
For generals. The Gilded Youth 
Cut loose to re-interpret Truth. 
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Such is The Thermidor; and such 
The itch of those who have lost touch 
With San Domingo: planters burning 
To profit by the slaves’ returning, 
But still tied hand and foot by wars. 


Not yet prepared to brandish force 

And tempt the inviting fuse with matches, 
The Thermidorian gang dispatches 

To court the unregenerate Blacks 


The backslid Jacobin, Sonthonax. 


Meanwhile the island, blessed with order 
From busy coast to Spanish border, 
Under Laveaux and Toussaint, drives 
Forward; such racial tolerance thrives 
As never has been equalled since; 
The English plot at Port au Prince 
To back Rigaud, is still in doubt; 
The jealous generals cancel out; 
Sonthonax’ second coming finds 
Prosperity, ambitious minds 

And fear of foreign intervention 
Suspended in amazing tension. 


But if neutrality is the norm 

In periods of gathering storm 

Men’s souls and ears are deaf to danger. 

Do tides of impulse, will and anger 

Roll back when moderate words are spoken? 
Will Toussaint break them, or be broken? 
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Pals. SC hk NE sl 


Several years later. The ante-room of the as- 
sembly chamber. Toussaint, with an Or- 
DERLY, is seated at his desk. 


ORDERLY 
There are three more cases. 


ToussAINT 
Well, Vincent, show them in. 
(ORDERLY goes out; enter a NEGRO LABORER twisting his cap 


nervously.) 


First LABORER 
Papa Toussaint, must | work for a White master? 
A White at Limbé has been placed in charge 


Of cultivation— 


TOUSSAINT 
(Picking up a glass filled with black seed) 
My friend, you see this maize? 

You are this black maize. . . 

(Picking up with his other hand a few white grains) 

Now here are the Whites 

I have called back to manage the plantations. . 

(He drops them among the black seeds and shakes the vase.) 


You see them, here and here? 
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First LABORER 
I have no fear! 
(He goes out smiling; another LABORER enters.) 


TOUSSAINT 
What can I do for your 


SECOND LABORER 
I work at Milot. 
General Christophe had me whipped today— 


TOUSSAINT 
Because you would not work? 


SECOND LABORER 
Yes, Papa Toussaint. 


TOUSSAINT 
(Sadly) 
All Blacks are Lazy Wath rs 
(Angrily) 
—and why should we not be? 
There was no virtue in forced labor, was there? 


We have avoided work—and rightfully! 


I hated work. . . . But now I love it! Look. 
(Pointing to piles of papers) 
I work for you. . . . Now will you work for me? 


(LaBoreR nods his head.) 
The cane you cut is for the common storehouse. 
Our enemies would like to see it empty. 
Christophe will not beat you again. I promise. 


(Seconp LaBorer exits; a third enters.) 
Well, Citizen? 
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Tuirp LABORER 
Sir, I have been arrested 
Because I will not serve the Shipping Master. 
He is a Mulatto— 


TOUSSAINT 
—and as good as we are. 
Pride of skin is planters’ medicine. Look: 

(He holds up a glass of red wine and pours some water into 
it.) 

Now which is which? We must get on together. 

(Tuirp Lasorer looks at him in awe; backs out nodding; 
Toussaint throws the wine on the floor in disgust and 
turns to LAVEAUX, who has been busy at work.) 

Three years in power, Laveaux, and still they are children! 
It makes me hate myself: this talking down, 
Trading on our superior knowledge. 


LAVEAUX 
(Pushing back bis chair) 


But, Toussaint— 


TOUSSAINT 
Sometimes I wish that I were still a slave. 
A slave with a good master is freer 
Than any autocrat. If all slaveholders 
Had been like you, would there have been rebellion? 
The perfect state is governed by consent: 
There are no slaves—and neither are there masters. 
How different, this— 


LAVEAUX 
But, Toussaint, you have done 
Things that no man believed were possible! 
Brought back the Whites; made former slaves return 


lope 


To work for wages under them; restored 

The scorched earth to cultivation; planted 
Respect for Black in White, and White in Black; 
If some complain that this is despotism; 

If generals hate you for your honesty 

And Men of Color because your skin is black— 


TOoussaINT 
I don’t want compliments. Power breeds half-truths; 
How close is this to Freedom? 


LAVEAUX 
Freedom, Toussaint, 
Depends on three things: local independence, 
Absence of hatred and prosperity. 
Our revolution starts with none of them. 
All this takes time— 


TOUSSAINT 
Then must we not make time, 
By showing France that we can govern? 


LAVEAUX 
Sonthonax 
Is on his way here now. I suppose you know that. 


TOUSSAINT 
I know it. 


LAVEAUX 
And Rigaud with him. 


"TOUSSAINT 
I know that, too. 
I may be honest, but my eyes are open. 
¥ yey P 
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LAVEAUX 


How did they patch it up?P—and why? 


TOussAINT 
Look here. 

(He takes a paper out of his drawer, handing it to LAVEAUX.) 
Read this. My operatives in Port au Prince 
Have not been sleeping. This report describes 
Their meeting to the last detail; how, when 
Rigaud first threatened him with death again, 
Sonthonax took two glasses—so— 

(He holds up two glasses.) 

and said: 

“Toussaint hates both of us: he would do this!” 
—Snapping them separately to illustrate. 


LAVEAUX 
Then you ll atrest them? 

"ToussaINT 
No. 

LAVEAUX 


Why not? Isn't it clear that Sonthonax, 
Seeing his power fall to you, conspires 


With Rigaud as a last resort? 


TOUSSAINT 
Perhaps. 
But Sonthonax is still Commissioner, 
And represents the moderate new regime; 
I will not risk a break with France— 


LAVEAUX 
France changes. 
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The Directory is new all right—but “moderate”? 
Why do you think they re-appointed him 
If they are moderate? 


TOUSSAINT 
I’ve often wondered. 


LAVEAUX 
Pll tell you why: to hold your Blacks in line. 
Robespierre and the Jacobins may be dead, 
But their successors have inherited 
Violence—and know better how to use it. 
The Sonthonaxes of this world, my friend, 
Do not depend on principle for survival. 
Rigaud is part of their conspiracy. 


TOUSSAINT 
What can he do? 


LAVEAUX 
Supposing he demands 
Independence for the Mulatto South? 


TOUSSAINT 
Well, let him have it. Let him solve the plague 
Of jealous rivalries. I have trouble enough 
Restraining Dessalines and Christophe here. 


LAVEAUX 
But supposing Rigaud lets the English land, 
Fights them half-heartedly, giving France the excuse 
To send another occupying army? 
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TOUSSAINT 
What would he gain? That army would be ours, 
And his authority would pass to me. 


LAvVEAUX 
Are you so sure? Supposing by that time 
This new commander, Bonaparte, who wins 
Such easy victories on the field of battle, 
Takes power in politics? I have even heard 
General Leclerc, since he returned to France, 
Divorced his wife and married young Pauline, 
The great man’s sister. Do you think Bonaparte 
Would leave this wealthy island to a Black? 


TOUSSAINT 
Bonaparte conquers through the Revolution. 
We are the Revolution. Even Rigaud, 
For all his bitterness, would not be free 
But for the Revolution. 


LAVEAUX 
Then you haven’t heard 
That any Black who violates Rigaud’s laws 


Is automatically made slave again? 


TOUSSAINT 
Dessalines told me. I have seen no proof. 


LAVEAUX 


What did he say? 


TOUSSAINT 
He said that Rigaud’s agents 
Are everywhere; that every Man of Color 
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Even in Le Cap, takes orders from Rigaud; 
That all Mulattoes are the White man’s tools 
Scheming a come-back— 


LAVEAUX 
And what did he urge? 


TOUSSAINT 
Authority to act. He said we must 
Wipe out both races in a single blood-purge. 
He even said that you were in the plot! 


LAVEAUX 
Good Heavens! Did you believe him? 


TOUSSAINT 
(Laughing) 
You see, Laveaux, 
Where your suspicions, if I heeded them, 
Would lead me! 
(Drawing his finger across his throat) 
I answered Dessalines 


By splitting his command—and Christophe’s, too. 


LAVEAUX 
Why Christophe’s? Both of them will hate you now. 


"ToussAINT 
I found that he was charging officers 
A fat price for commissions, worse than that 


Making huge profits on imported arms. 


LAVEAUX 
But, Toussaint, that is politics. If friends 
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Are not attached by offices and fees 
So that their very lives depend on you, 
What is to keep them from your enemies? 


TOUSSAINT 

If that is politics, I will have none of it. 
If necessary I will stand alone. 
I told him I had heard he flogs wage-workers 
On his estates for failing in their quotas; 
I told him these estates were only his 
To be administered—by the people’s sufterance. 
I think he understands. 

(An attendant comes in, bows, handing LAVEAUX a message 


on a slip of paper.) 


LAVEAUX 
hope so... . 
(He reads the message.) 
Sonthonax is outside. And Rigaud with him. 


TOUSSAINT 
(To the attendant) 
Bring them in. 
(He salutes and goes out.) 


LAVEAUX 
If you will not arrest them 


What course is open—? 


TOUSSAINT 
I will try to show them 
That France will not respect our independence 


Unless we are united— 
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LAVEAUX 
But, Toussaint, France— 


TOUSSAINT 
The alternative is race-war. 
(The doors open; RicaAup and SONTHONAX enter.) 


SONTHONAX 
Commander Louverture! 
And Governor Laveaux! France greets you! 


TOUSSAINT 
Welcome, 
Citizen-Commissioner—and General Rigaud. 

(They all shake hands, except Ricaup, who pointedly folds 
bis bands behind his back and bows slightly when be comes 
to TOUSSAINT.) 

What news from France? 


SONTHONAX 
(Taking out a paper) 
This letter came today. 
The Council of Five Hundred voted peace 
With England. You know what that means— 


TOUSSAINT 
What does it mean? 


SONTHONAX 
For weeks debate has raged 
Over the San Domingo policy. 
Returning Creoles, in their speeches, say 


That wild disorder reigns here— 
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LAVEAUX 
You reassured them? 


SONTHONAX 
Of course. . . . But few believe me. Two years back 
No Creole could have had the floor. Today— 
At least a dozen speeches mention force 
If sugar shipments do not reach old levels. 


‘TOUSSAINT 
We'll double them. Receipts this month exceed 
July’s. Free labor will far outstrip 
The old slave system— 


SONTHONAX 
You gentlemen don’t seem to understand. 
A class of militarists and empire-builders 
May seize the power any day in France. 
You won't be asked—you will be given orders: 
Unpleasant orders— 
(He steps up to TOUSSAINT, flourishing the letter.) 
My instructions read 
To take command at once of all armed forces. 


Read for yourself. 


"TOUSSAINT 
(Reading) 


What government writes this? 


SONTHONAX 
The provisional government—the Directory 
Which Bonaparte controls—and will abolish, 
When he is ready. 
(Impatiently) 
Have you reached the end? 
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TOUSSAINT 
I have. It says you will remove Laveaux— 


SONTHONAX 


Read further— 


TOUSSAINT 
. and in his place appoint 


oe 


Rigaud, as Governor of San Domingo.” 


SONTHONAX 
I have come to do both! 


TOUSSAINT 
Tell me, is it true 
That Rigaud here, reintroduces slavery, 
Black slavery among the Mulattoes? 


Ricaup 


(Jumping between them; furiously) 
You lie! 


SONTHONAX 
(Pushing Ricaup back; aside to bim) 
I'll handle this. 
(To ToussatnT) 
There are a few, of course; 
But I’m sure no precedent will be established, 


Making it legal— 


"TOUSSAINT 
We might pass a law 
Abolishing prejudice . . . except for Rigaud! 
(Ricaup flushes angrily, trying to draw his sword and rush at 
Toussaint. SONTHONAX and LavEAux restrain him.) 
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RIGAUD 
You black assassin! You white-plantet’s pimp! 


TOUSSAINT 
(Unmoved) 
I’m sure the Englishmen will help him draft it. 
Jamaica’s slave laws might be stretched to cover 
His mistresses—the black ones, anyway. ... 


SONTHONAX 
Enough of talking. These are trifling matters. 
If you resist my orders I will break you. 
Between Rigaud’s divisions in the South 
And France’s armies— 


ToussAINT 
Both are far away. 


My army is at hand—here—in Le Cap. 


SONTHONAX 
You believe in legal methods. I’ve heard you say so. 
If you are loyal to the laws of France 
You will submit and willingly stand trial; 
If not— 


TOUSSAINT 
Speaking of legality and trials, 
Hasn’t the Revolution abolished slavery? 


SONTHONAX 
I didn’t say I would restore it, did I? 


"TOUSSAINT 
And what about your visit with the English 
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While we were still at war—in Port au Prince? 
That matter of the guns for the Mulattoes— 
Would you call that legal? 


LAVEAUX 
(Motioning to the guards at the door, who step up; then 
pointing at SONTHONAX and Ricaup) 
I arrest you both! 


SONTHONAX 
You do not dare! 


LAVEAUX 
Nevertheless I do! 


SONTHONAX 
If you arrest me they will send an army. 


RIGAUD 
Touch me and there'll be civil war tomorrow— 


LAVEAUX 
I am still Governor here! I arrest you both! 


TOUSSAINT 
One moment. The Commissioner of France 
Will never be arrested under Toussaint. 
(To SoNTHONAX) 
You are free to gO. Rigaud, you have your chance 
To bring the South into a peaceful union 
Embracing this whole island. If I step down 


And make Laveaux supreme commander—? 
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RIGAUD 
No! 
You will always be here like the puppet-master 
Making him dance for you. 


LAVEAUX 
That is a lie! 


ToussAINT 
Consider what will happen if you drive 
Our colored races at each other. Slavery 


Has been annulled by law— 


RIGAUD 
There is no law 
Under which you and I can live as equals! 


TOUSSAINT 
Very well, Rigaud. You will quit Le Gap. 
You will be escorted to the South frontier. 
Sonthonax, you sail for France tonight. 


SONTHONAX 
The Council of Five Hundred will hear of this! 


From now on both of you are outlaws— 


TOUSSAINT 
Go! 


(SONTHONAX and RIGAUD go out.) 


LAVEAUX 
Stop them! There still is time. If Sonthonax sails 


And speaks before the Council, do you doubt 
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He will stop at swearing you seek independence? 


Whose word do you think they will take? 


TOUussAINT 
Not mine, of course. 
But why not yours? 


LAVEAUX 
You mean—I go to Paris? 


TOUSSAINT 
At once! When Sonthonax has sailed, you sail. 
If he attacks me there, you will defend me. 


LAVEAUX 
But would it not be easier to stop him? 


TOUSSAINT 
Easier. . . . But it would put us in the wrong, 
And give a weapon to our enemies. 
Before the Council, they would rise and say: 
“You see! These Negroes use illegal methods; 
The Commissionet’s person is inviolate, 
But they arrest him—fearing he will speak!” 
No. That would surely lead to our invasion; 
Our only hope is that when you speak out, 
They will believe the truth. 


LAVEAUX 

But if they wish 
To invade us, they will do so anyway. 
The truth is relative. To the Jacobins, “truth” 
Meant anything that hurt aristocrats. 
These rulers are a different breed; to them 
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“Truth” is efficiency, to start a fire 
Or put one out: The test is “If it works. . . 


And Revolution’s but the key to Empire. 


TOUSSAINT 
The Revolution made us what we are. 
And principles made the Revolution. Laveaux, 
If Sonthonax lies to them—and they believe him— 
To that extent they are corrupted. I 
Will not be party to it. If they send an army, 
Strip my insignia—well, other men can order; 
At least the horrors of a racial conflict 
Will have been avoided; good works will survive; 


They will see these beginnings— 


LAVEAUX 
But, Toussaint, if they come 
To restore slavery— 


TOussAINT 
Well, if they come for that 
We will be prepared! 
(Grimly, ringing a bell, giving orders to his orderly) 
Call Dessalines and Christophe! 


I had my reasons for dismissing Rigaud. . . . 


LAVEAUX 
With Sonthonax’ help 
Rigaud will split this island on the color-line: 
You will have to contend with every last Mulatto. 


TOUSSAINT 
Rigaud is weak. Between his drink and women 
And that ungovernable temper, a quick campaign 
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Would break his armies. If Pétion ruled the South 
—But then, if Pétion ruled, we could live together; 
This provocation would vanish; Mulattoes, Blacks, 
United, could resist whatever terror 


A hundred Bonapartes might bring! 


LAVEAUX 
You are caught! 

Two perils threaten. Either way you turn 
The extremists pin you in their growing pressure! 
To face the French, Mulattoes must be slain 
By Dessalines; to make the Mulattoes treasure 
Democracy, you must defy the French 
Through Sonthonax: each moderate step you take 
Results in a more drastic counter-measure. 


TOUSSAINT 
I have no quarrel’with the French. The Whites 
—And you are proof of it—have been like brothers. 
Those I called back to manage the plantations 
Have borne themselves like Citizens. But Rigaud! 
If he excludes all Black men from his councils 
And then proceeds to make the poor ones slaves, 
Principle is at stake! 


LavEAUX 

Will it survive 
If Christophe rides, and Dessalines’ flag waves 
In bloody token of extermination 
From Port au Prince to Jeremie and Aux Cayes? 
The weak will be the victims; the unborn, 
If any survive, will live to curse the day 
Slaves had their freedom; and for centuries passion 
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Between the races of this island will be 
The aggressor’s signal and the oppressor’s fashion. 

(The doors open, the guard announces: “General Dessalines 
and General Christophe!” DessaLines and CHRISTOPHE 
enter, salute; each is followed by an orderly carrying bis 
sword; Christophe's orderly is Vastey; Dessalines’ is 
Movse.) 


TOUSSAINT 
Generals, you have heard that in the South 
Rigaud rebels; that he has gone so far 
As to make slaves, against our proclamation. 
He helped the English, when they were at war 
With France; now, if in France, the Revolution 
Should die, and Bonaparte should threaten us 
With a return to slavery— 


CHRISTOPHE 
This Bonaparte! — 


What command of tactics! 


‘TOUSSAINT 
If this upstart general 
Should turn against the principles that made him— 


DEssALINES 

The principle that made our Revolution— 
You know it, Toussaint!—was hatred of the Whites, 
Uncompromising hatred; if this man, 
This Bonaparte, should come to San Domingo, 
We will know what to do. I would begin 

(Looking at LAVEAUX) 
By taking all the Whites— 
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TOUSSAINT 

Come, Dessalines, 
There will be none of that. The immediate task 
Is to dispose your forces in the South 
So that there is no possibility 
Of surprise attack. 


DEssALINES 
The best defense I know 
Against surprise, is to attack oneself. 
Why don’t we do the surprising?—hit Rigaud 


Now, when he least expects it? 


TOUSSAINT 
If we do, 
We will have earned, and richly will deserve it, 
The hate of every Mulatto on this island. 
No. We will lay siege to the South, blockade it, 
Cutting off Rigaud from essential arms, 
Till he comes to his senses— 


DESSALINES 
I will have no part 
In such a woman’s war— 


CHRISTOPHE 
(Aside to DESSALINES) 
I would accept. 


DEssALINES 
The treacherous pasty-faces. . . . No, I don’t like it. 


How many regiments would you allow me? 


TOUSSAINT 
Ten to begin with. March to Arcahaye. 
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Christophe, you will command all reinforcements. 
(He gets up, placing bis finger on map, rear wall.) 
Here—at St. Marc, beyond the Artibonite. 
But remember! both of you—if Rigaud fights, 
This is no race-war. Prisoners will be taken. 
And all non-combatants will be treated well. 
Now I must take the Governor to his ship. 
I will be back tonight for last instructions. 
Prepare to leave tomorrow. 
(Laveaux bows; he and Toussaint go out.) 


DEssALINES 
Old Toussaint’s a great general; but Moyse, here, 
(Pointing to his orderly) 
His nephew, doesn’t share his love for White men, 
Do you, Moyser 
(Moise shakes his head vehemently.) 
He knows what it’s about, 
And what to do with Frenchmen—don’t you, lad? 
(Moise feels his sword.) 
(To CHRISTOPHE, angrily) 
Why did you tell me to accept? 
(He starts to go out, with Mo¥se.) 


CHRISTOPHE 
Wait! I will tell you. Have you never heard 
Of “incidents”? When you reach Arcahaye 
There will be “rioting” in Port au Prince. 
Patrols will vanish. You will send a mission 
To Rigaud, asking for an explanation. 
He will refuse... 


DESSALINES 
I see! And then attack him? 
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Till every last Mulatto is wiped out! 
But what will Toussaint think? 


CHRISTOPHE 
Toussaint will bless 
Our foresight, when the French descend on him. 


DESSALINES 
The White masters will return? 


CHRISTOPHE 
Of course they will, 


And when they do we'll square accounts with them! 


DEssALINES 
You are right. Toussaint will bless us. I would not 
Exceed his orders, but that I, too, see 
Leclerc returning! Black solidarity 
Must be the standard of our loyalty. 
Until tonight. 
(DEssALINES goes out, with his Black orderly.) 


CHRISTOPHE 
(To Vastey, his Black orderly) 
The bloody fool! We'll watch him 
Spend all his strength in laying waste the South, 
—And Rigaud’s too. Then, when the Whites come, Vastey, 
There will be only two of us to deal with. 


VASTEY 
Two is better than four. 


CHRISTOPHE 
—And closer to one! 


CURTAIN 
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Hs HE boundaries of fear advance. 


Bonaparte is in power in France. 


Perhaps to speed the preparation 

For storming England by invasion, 
Perbaps to soothe a nation’s pains,— 
The time of peace between campaigns 
Hears every shipyard ring with work 
From Brest and Toulon to Dunkerque. 


The Black Republic is too torn 

By wars to hear the distant born 

That launches the immense armada. 

The hosts that otherwise would guard her 
Are locked in battle: son and brother 
For shade of skin, destroy each other; 
And hardly is decision won 

When schism takes the place of gun. 


But can the disciplined marauder 
Impose, by evil means, his “order”? 
The eyes of Toussaint catch the shape 
Of squadrons, from the Spanish Cape. 


“Leclerc is back!—the tale is true: 
His coat has changed; his wife is new 
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(Bonaparte’s sister, young Pauline, 
Beautiful, bored and European, 
Fitful as sun through summer shower; 


Married to keep in step with power). 


The Eastern sea is black with ships. 
The Negroes watch their leader's lips 
First tremble with despair, then tighten 
With courage numbers cannot frighten: 
“All France is coming; we will die, 
“But better to be dead than lie 

“Under this Consul’s booted heel.” 


Disheartened, he distributes steel. 

He knows his troops will be no match 
In verve, experience, drill, dispatch, 
For these Napoleon has equipped: 
Veterans of the Alps and Egypt, 
Whose screens of skirmishers roll back 
Revealing columns in attack; 

Whose individual soldier sings; 
Whose massed artillery in the wings 
Has shot to pieces Europe's best. 


Wheeling his horse, he gallops West. 
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Some months later. ToussAInts WIFE is 
seated in the temporary headquarters above the 
partly burned Le Cap, working on a piece of 
sewing. Marie Louise, a Negro serving-girl, 
is looking out the window toward the harbor. 
As the curtain goes up a distant shot is heard. 


Marte Louise 
Did you hear that shot, Ma’am? 


Mme. LouvertTURE 
What was it, Marie Louise? 


Marie Louise 
Christophe says—it is the great French Fleet. 


M™mne. LouverTurE 


Christophe is right. My husband told him. 


Marie Louise 
You mean 


Toussaint knew it was coming? Why is it, Ma’am, 
We never hear about such things ourselves? 


Mme. LouverTURE 
Ourselves—? 
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Marie LoulsE 
I mean—like me—the little people 
That cook the food, and cut the cane—the soldiers— 


Mme. LouvERTURE 
That troubles Toussaint. I often hear him say, 
“These constant wars are killing more than soldiers; 
“Popular government—” 


Marie LoulsE 
Christophe says— 


Mme. LouveRTURE 
Is it love 
That makes you quote our handsome friend so much? 


Marte Louise 
(Embarrassed) 
I can’t help hearing some things, Ma’am; I never 
Listen at the doors, the way we used to 
When we were slaves; I swear I don’t. 


Mme. LouvertTure 


Of course not. 


Tell me what he said. 


Marie Louise 
He said these French 
Under Leclerc would have an easy time. 
He said the Mulattoes, since we conquered them, 
Hate Toussaint far more than they hate the French. 


Moe. Louverture 


Toussaint told Dessalines the Mulattoes were brothers. 
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But did he listen? He stood them up by thousands 
And mowed them down; Mulatto girls were raped 
And innocent workmen ripsawed between planks— 


What else did Christophe say? 


Marie Louise 
He said the Blacks 
Could not be counted on in battle either, 


Since the killing of Moyse— 


Mme. LouvertureE 
Moyse was shot 
Because he was caught with all the papers on him: 
At a signal every White was to be murdered. 


Marie LoulIsE 
Christophe didn’t say that—but even so 
That would have pleased our people, wouldn't it? 
We have to fight the French now, anyhow... . 
Folks like myself don’t have the heart we did. . . . 


Mme. LouveRTURE 
Oh, God, these wars! What is to become of us? 
Do you think my Toussaint has his heart in killing? 
Marie Louise, I think I'll die to see him 
Go through another war— 
(She buries her head in her hands and starts to sob.) 


Marte Louise 
I’m sorry, Ma’am; 
We all love Toussaint. But as Christophe says 
It would be hopeless now— Look, Ma’am! they're coming! 


Mone. LouverTURE 
The French? 
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Marie Louise 
No, no. My Christophe, and your Toussaint. 


Mone. LouverRTURE 
Think of the things he has to think of now, 
The hundred worries—and I sit here crying! 
Come. He must never find us here like this. 
(She dries her eyes; they go out. From the other door Tous- 
SAINT, CHRISTOPHE and VasTEY enter; the latter goes to the 
map table and starts working; CHRISTOPHE and TOUSSAINT 
unbuckle their swords and pistols.) 


TOUSSAINT 

Leclerc moves rapidly. Just a week ago 
I watched his armada from the Spanish Cape: 
Hundreds of vessels, twenty thousand troops, 
Veterans of the Rhine and Italy, 
Already twenty Southern ports have fallen 
And yet you stand there telling me Le Cap 

(He points.) 
Is only half burned! 


CHRISTOPHE 
I have fired the shipyards, 
The dock, the arsenal, and the warehouses. 
Must we burn everything? 


TOUSSAINT 
(Sadly) 
Yes. Everything. 


CHRISTOPHE 
It makes no sense! The palaces we built 


To give the people pride? The Assembly Chamber? 
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—— 


My great town-house, on which I worked myself? 
The barracks copied from Versailles? . . . In the war 
Against Rigaud last year, when Aquin fell 

You stood in the Cathedral and condemned 

For just such wantonness, General Dessalines! 


TOUSSAINT 
He disobeyed my orders. The very worst 
That Laveaux feared was done to the Mulattoes 
And never can be undone. .. . 


CHRISTOPHE 
You shot Mojyse 
Because he asked the shooting of the Whites, 
And now yow shoot them! Toussaint, who was right, 
Moyse or your 


TOUSSAINT 
He was in the wrong... . 
Perhaps I acted hastily. . . . But, Christophe, 
Surely this invasion is a different matter! 
We do not fight these Frenchmen for their color; 
One thing alone has driven me to fight them: 
Guadeloupe— 


CHRISTOPHE 


Guadeloupe? 


TOUSSAINT 
Slavery has been restored. By Bonaparte. 


CHRISTOPHE 
Slavery—trestored? How do you know? 
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TOUSSAINT 
I heard it from the Americans last week; 
Leclerc himself has probably not heard it; 
We must resist—at least enough to make 
The execution of such orders here 
Impossible. Only if we destroy 
Our crops, our cities and our very homes, 
Can we appeal to Revolutionary soldiers 
In the kind of language they will understand. 
—Will you, or will you not, burn down Le Cap? 


CHRISTOPHE 
I will. But, Toussaint, it is your moderation 
That has driven us to this. 

(Bitterly) 

If you had listened 
To Sonthonax, this fleet would never have sailed. 
Where are the English? When they promised arms, 
You turned them down. Were Rigaud’s hundred slaves 
Worth a whole army? Even after that 
When Dessalines begged you to wipe out the Whites, 
You refused,—now, as a consequence, wherever 
Leclerc makes beach-heads, allies spring to arms; 
Whites and Mulattoes, even Blacks, desert us. 


TOUSSAINT 
I have heard no evidence of that. 


CHRISTOPHE 
Of course not. 
You never do. You always think the best 
—Especially of Whites and Men of Color. 
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TOUSSAINT 
I suppose that is true. Yet, Henry, you of all 
My friends and comrades should best understand 
Why I have acted so. My love for you 
From the beginning has been so much greater 
Because you shared my aspirations. Alone, 
You looked to Europe, as I did; had no use 
For primitive Africanism, like Dessalines 
Who would have burnt the Churches, and housed Le Cap 
In wattled mud-huts. You alone agreed 
To invite architects, to build a theatre, 
To import teachers from America. Can you— 


CHRISTOPHE 
(Moved) 
No! That is why I spared those buildings! Listen, 
Is it too late, Toussaint? Wouldn’t Leclerc 
Agree to some compromise? If there must be slaves, 
Surely the peasants, who will not cut cane, 
Free or enslaved, without an overseer, 


Would not be less happy— 


TOUSSAINT 

Has your memory left you! 
Sometimes I think you have no heart; and yet 
I have seen you with children. . . . Must I say it? Never 
While I draw breath will San Domingo turn 
Back to that horror! If I really thought 
You would be party to it, though I love you, Henry, 
I would kill you with these hands— 


CHRISTOPHE 
You killed Mojse. . 
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TOUSSAINT 
Enough of that. You are loyal and I trust you. 
Carry your assignment out, and join me quickly. 
(He embraces CuristoPpHE and hurries out. CHRISTOPHE 
paces up and down agitated, muttering to himself.) 


CHRISTOPHE 
“Enough of that.” . . . What happened to Mojse 
Could happen again. . . . A useful precedent. . . . 

(He picks up a spyglass, turns it toward Le Cap, throws it 
down and turns to VasteY, who has been watching him 
curiously.) 

Vastey, you have been with me since the day 
I struck the White man in the Crown Hotel; 
You know I have no love for White men, Vastey; 


And yet—what do you think? 


VASTEY 
I think we must burn 
Le Cap at once, or this Leclerc will catch us. 


CHRISTOPHE 
And if he does? . . . What has Christophe to fear? 
No. We will not burn it. We will wait here. 


VASTEY 
¢ neredulous) 
Wait? 


CHRISTOPHE 
You heard me. What have we to lose? Leclerc 
Will take the North Plain anyway. In the South 
Boudet advances; Dessalines retreats. 
Toussaint has nothing but the mountains left him. 
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I tell you, Vastey, we'd be fools! The French 
Will simply post signs at the mountain-passes 
Reading “No ADMITTANCE’—we’'d rule the borders, 
The eagles’ nests and treetops, but not the masses. 


VASTEY 
What will Toussaint say? 


CHRISTOPHE 

Oh, Toussaint, Toussaint, 
I am sick of hearing “What will Toussaint say?” 
As if it mattered—What will Christophe say! 
How can a man with Toussaint’s doubts and scruples 
Conduct a revolution? The answer is 
He can’t. 


VASTEY | 
(At the window) 
Look, General, they are very close! 
The main body is marching straight toward us. 


CHRISTOPHE 

(Pacing up and down, not looking out) 
Vastey, I swear to you, there is not room 
In all of San Domingo’s plains and mountains 
For two such men as Toussaint and myself! 
One must give way—and it will not be Christophe. 
Rigaud is gone; the Mulattoes under Pétion 
Will never challenge us; fierce Dessalines,— 
That tiny bird’s brain ticking there behind 
Those bloodshot eyes—the fate of Dessalines 
Was written in the stars when he was born! 
But Toussaint! While we have him with us, Toussaint 


Will always be involving us in trouble, 
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Switching and compromising; I tell you, Vastey, 
The Negro masses are not fighting! Why? 
—Because they want an all-Black policy! 


VASTEY 
Look! 
They've reached the open and are running; outposts 
Without commands from you are giving up! 


CHRISTOPHE 

(Still pacing, bis voice rising) 
Then what? . . . Then what? ... I have it! When they seize 
Toussaint, and drag him off to die in France, 
He will become a martyr! The Blacks, enraged, 
Will rise up with such fury that the White man’s 
Bones will rattle and his knees will knock, 
And this Leclerc, who brings his wife to dance, 
Driven to the sea-wall, will get such a shock 


He'll wish that he had never quitted France! 


VASTEY 
(Leaving the window) 
You must be mad! 


Our headquarters is falling! It is Leclerc 
Who will make our knees knock! 


CHRISTOPHE 
For the moment, Vastey. 
Wait till the rainy season comes! 


VASTEY 
How will that save us? 
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CHRISTOPHE 

Have you never heard of Yellow Fever, Vastey? 
No Black man suffers from it; our skins are tough; 
These thin-skinned Northerners, when the suns of June 
Begin to broil them, will have had enough 
To drive them crazy! There will not be lime 
Enough to liquefy their rotting bodies! 

(Knocking on the doors, shouting and shots outside. 

CHRISTOPHE shouts.) 

Come in!—I tell you, Vastey, a great people 
Will rise when that time comes! The rule of Toussaint 
—Peace and disorder—has not touched our greatness: 
Struggle and discipline and destiny, will! 

(The doors open and several French soldiers enter with drawn 


pistols.) 


SOLDIER 


General Christophe? 


CHRISTOPHE 
I am General Christophe. 


SOLDIER 
The Captain-General orders your surrender. 


CurISTOPHE 
Then bring your Captain-General in. Christophe 
Does not surrender to a common soldier! 
(The soldier starts to move toward him, then thinks better of 
it, confers with the others; they stand guard over Curis- 
TOPHE and VasteY while their group leader goes out.) 
If only this were Bonaparte! But still 
His brother-in-law will do. . . . It is no dishonor. . . 
(Flourish of trumpets outside; the doors open again, and 
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Lecterc, followed by his staff, enters, saluting Cunris- 
TOPHE, who returns it.) 


LECLERC 


General Christophe? 


CHRISTOPHE 
General Leclerc, 
We have met before—in less heroic times. 


The rumor of your victories precedes you. 


LECLERC 
You will hear more of them. The South is ours 


And the North will be when Port de Paix is taken. 


Everywhere we are met with acclamations. 


CHRISTOPHE 
That will not be easy, taking Port de Paix; 
It is well fortified; I assume you know 
That in the mountains Toussaint has well-hidden 
Thirty-five thousand muskets, from New York, 
And of artillery, sixty heavy pieces. 


LECLERC 
You know where they are hidden? Speak up, man, 
We will reward you handsomely— 


CHRISTOPHE 
(Proudly) 
No reward 
Or threat of violence moves Henry Christophe. 
I will help you, General, but on my terms. 
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LECLERC 
(Contemptuously) 
Take him out, Major. 
(A soldier steps toward CHRISTOPHE.) 


CHRISTOPHE 

(Raising his hand, imperiously) 
Wait! I, too, have cards. 

And if you seize me, I will play them. There 

(He points to the foothills.) 

Well beyond reach, my regiments wait orders; 

Without my orders—and delivered in person— 
All of them will retreat and join with Toussaint. 


LECLERC 
And if I do not seize your 


CHRISTOPHE 

On my terms, 
These regiments, and those of Mautepas too, 
Will join with yours tomorrow. 


LECLERC 
What are your terms? 


. CHRISTOPHE 
First, I must know what Bonaparte proposes. 


LECLERC 
(Drawing papers from his pocket) 


Here are the instructions. 


CHRISTOPHE 
Written in his hand? 
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LECLERC 
(Noting his excitement, handing them to him) 
In his own hand. Read them yourself. 


CHRISTOPHE 
(Glancing at them excitedly, then embarrassed) 
You read them. 


LECLERC 
(Taking them back, reading) 
“The campaign will be divided into three periods. In the first, last- 
ing from 15 to 20 days, you will occupy the coastal cities. In the 
second, a quick converging movement from Cap Frangois, Jacmel 
and Port au Prince will smash organized resistance. In the third, 
mobile flying columns will hunt down scattered Negro bands among 
the woods and mountains. In the first period, you will disarm only 
the rebel Blacks; in the third you will disarm all. In the first period 
you will not be exacting; you will treat with Toussaint; you will 
promise him everything he asks. Gain over Christophe, Clervaux, 
Maurepas and all other Black leaders favorable to France. Declare 
Moyse and Dessalines traitors and enemies of the Republic. Tous- 
saint shall not be held to have submitted until he shall come to Le 
Cap or Port au Prince, in the midst of the French Army, to swear 
fidelity to the Republic. On that day, without scandal or injury, but 
with honor and consideration, he must be put on board a frigate and 
sent to France. All Whites who have served under Toussaint and 
covered themselves with crimes in the tragic scenes of San Domingo 
shall be sent directly to the penal colony at Guiana. White women 
who have prostituted themselves to Negroes, whatever their rank, 


” 


shall be sent to Corsica... . 


CHRISTOPHE 


Is that all? Does he say nothing of slavery? 
een 


LECLERC 
Yes. He has this to say of slavery. 

(Reading again) 
“Never will the French nation give chains to men whom it has once 
recognized as free. Therefore all Blacks shall live at San Domingo 
as those in Guadeloupe today. . . .” 

(CurisToPHE looks at VastEY knowingly, as if to say “He 


thinks we do not know about Guadeloupe.”) 


CHRISTOPHE 
Very good. My terms should not conflict with yours. 
Below the rank of General of Brigade 
My troops retain their present officers; 
I'll take my orders from your Chief of Staff; 
The troops of Dessalines and General Toussaint 
Will be disarmed when captured; but their leaders 
Must be received with honor, suffering only 
Protective house arrest. 


LECLERC 
Why this concern? 


CHRISTOPHE 
General morale demands it: in the mob, 
Especially its poorer sections, Dessalines 
And Toussaint still are gods. . . . One last request, 
A personal one: for years I have admired 
Your great commander, following each campaign. 
I would talk with your wife, his sister— 


LECLERC 
(Amused; winking at one of his officers) 
And why not? 
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We can arrange that. 
(To bis orderly) 
Will you ask my wife to come here? 
(Orderly salutes, goes out; LECLERC turns to CHRISTOPHE.) 
Now tell me more about your General Toussaint, 
What sort of man he is; is his control 


Over the Negro masses slipping? 


CHRISTOPHE 
You mean, 
Why have I left him, to serve you? I'll tell you. 
Toussaint is a good man, and a great general, 
Make no mistake of that; but in politics 
Toussaint is a child; his generals hate him, 
And even in the ranks suspicions grow— 


LECLERC 
For example? 


CHRISTOPHE 
Take the case of General Moyse. 


LECLERC 
Moyse is popular? 


CHRISTOPHE 
—was popular. He’s dead. 
Toussaint had him shot. 


LECLERC 
For what? 


CHRISTOPHE 
It seems Moyse was plotting insurrection: 
Wanted to break up all the big estates, 
Managed by Whites whom Toussaint had brought back. 


[114 ] 


LECLERC 
You sympathized with Moyse? 


CHRISTOPHE 
Not exactly. 
But some of those administrators were cruel, 
Ex-Royalists: they had no love for France 
Or the Republic; did not Bonaparte 
Warn that all émigrés are potential traitors,— 


And hang the Duc d’Enghien as an example? 


LECLERC 
He did. But as Count Talleyrand remarked, 
“That act was worse than a crime: it was a blunder.” 
Nevertheless, you are right; ex-Royalists 
Cannot be trusted; that is why Laveaux 
Pled Toussaint’s case in vain before the Council: 
Bonaparte, though he is no Jacobin, 
Preferred to take the word of Sonthonax. 


CurISTOPHE 
And so would I. The suspicions of the masses 
Are mine: they see that Toussaint does not trust 
Their sense of destiny, their national fervor; 
They see that he has gone conservative; 
They were for Moyse, and with Moyse shot, 
Fearing Toussaint’s tyranny, they desert and waver. 

(Flourish of trumpets outside; the doors open, and LECLERC'S 
Wie, with soldiers and female attendants, enters; she is 
young, beautiful and superbly attired; she is powdering her 
nose, but shrinks back, holding it, as she passes VASTEY at 
the door; LECLERC embraces ber and motions her to a chair, 


center.) 
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PauLine LECLERC 
(Petulantly) 
Darling, have you seen what they have done down there? 
(Pointing to the City) 
These niggers, that my brother always calls 
“The gilded Africans” ?—“gilded” is no word 
For such unspeakable— 


LECLERC 
Now, now, Pauline. 
What have they done, my sweet? 


PauLine LECLERC 
(Almost in tears) 
They've burned the theatre! 
What will we do to pass the time away, 
Now that the theatre’s gone? What will my dancers, 
Players and acrobats and magicians say 


When they see this awful— 


LECLERC 

Well rebuild it, dear; 
Meanwhile the Colonial Council should provide 
A lovely stage, to keep your pretty head 
Quite free of troubles.— 

(Pointing) 
This is General Christophe; 

His help should make our holiday more brief 
Than you had dreamed; be nice to General Christophe; 


He wants to hear about your brother; tell him. 


PauLineE LECLERC 
(Proudly, to CHRISTOPHE) 
My brother is the great Napoleon. 
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What would you know of him that is not known 


By the whole world? 


CHRISTOPHE 
What does the General wear? 
She laughs; the others snicker. 
i 


PAauLINE LECLERC 
He lets the little men wear splendid robes, 
The gaudy uniforms and decorations; 
In every gathering he’s the simplest dressed 


—and therefore most conspicuous! . . . What else? 


CHRISTOPHE 
How does he look? 


PauLine LECLERC 
Preoccupied, aloof; 
A foreigner who rules another's country— 
Prouder than any Frenchman of the French, 


But prouder of himself. 


CHRISTOPHE 
Is he religious? 


PauLine LECLERC 
(Aside to LECLERC) 
Should I answer that? This fellow’s impudence 
And curiosity— 


LECLERC 
(Aside to her) 
Yes. Humor him. 
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PauLiNeE LECLERC 
Well, I would not say my brother is devout; 
But he believes the masses need their churches; 
In Egypt, once, I saw him wink and say: 
“Among the Turks I am Mohammedan!” 


CHRISTOPHE 
What are his principles in politics? 


Pau.ine LECLERC 
He says: “Obedience is Man’s destiny.” 


CHRISTOPHE 
But surely not to all? What does he say 
To neutral rulers, whom he wants to use 
Until he can deal with them separately? 


Pau.ine LECLERC 
Well, that depends. He generally begins 
By threatening them— 


CHRISTOPHE 
And if he fails in that? 


PauLINE LECLERC 
Failing in that, he flies into a rage, 
A towering rage, and sometimes even weeps; 
—But not from any weakness, you understand! 
(She laughs.) 
I’ve watched him. He can turn it on and off 
At will—that is his strongest point, his will. 


CHRISTOPHE 
What elements does he favor, politically? 
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PauLine LECLERC 
No party. He has made one of his own. 
Comprising everything from Left to Right. 
You qualify if you are loyal to him. 
Those who are interested in making money 
He trusts—though only power interests him. 


CHRISTOPHE 
Does being First Consul satisfy his power? 


PauLINE LECLERC 
He has contempt for kings—yet if a crown 
Would further his ambitions—who can tell? 
I only know that I have heard him say: 
“Europe is a molehill: I will soon look East 
Where peoples by the hundred-million dwell... .” 
(She turns to LECLERC.) 
Darling, I am tired; make this man stop asking 
Questions! I must dress for dinner; take me 
Before I die of boredom to some place 
Rich with brocades and softly lighted; make me 
Forget this ugly island, these black faces; 
I want an orchestra to play sweet music. 
My love for you 
(Coyly, stepping up to him and kissing him lightly on the 
cheek) 
—is like a tender flower: 
If you don’t water it, its bloom may wither. 


LECLERC 
(Annoyed, trying to be gallant) 
Your bloom, my love, can never fade. Now hurry. 
Prepare yourself, and we will celebrate 
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Tonight, the conquest of this paradise. 
(PAuLinE and her retinue go out, left.) 
Christophe, you will hold your men prepared 


For instant marching. 


CHRISTOPHE _ 
Every minute counts 
When you have an opponent like this Louverture; 
I would march tonight. 


LECLERC 
Tomorrow will be time. 
Dessalines fortifies the Crete 4 Pierrot; 
We will attack there first. Your task will be 
To join with Maurepas at Port de Paix, 
And then induce old Toussaint to surrender. 
Then—when we've packed him off to France— 


CurISTOPHE 
Remember 
My terms! No violence shall be done to Toussaint; 
I'll have no part in more than his surrender; 
That is sufficient. 


LECLERC 
Very well. Tomorrow! 
(He goes out, with soldiers.) 


CHRISTOPHE 
(To VastEy) 


Have I gone too far? 


VASTEY 
You play a dangerous game. 


What of this slavery in Guadeloupe? 
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Whether Leclerc has heard of it or not, 


Have you no fear that he’ll restore it here? 


CHRISTOPHE 
While we have arms, he will not dare to! Later— 
The rainy season will be your answer. Come. 
(He smiles grimly, VAsTEY shaking his head; they go out 
together.) 
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ECEPTIVE as an old engraving, 
The flag of victory is waving 

Above Fort Picolet. The plague 

(No longer threatening-but-vague) 

Takes its first victims at Le Cap. 

Leclerc’s head sweats in the lap 

Of Pauline—who already plans 


To find another love in France. 


Through seven terrible days of slaughter 
Without relief, or sleep, or water, 
Dessalines’ garrison on the rock 

Of Crete a Pierrot takes the shock 

Of siege-guns in a ring surrounding 
Their last position; blasting, pounding 
The charges of the picked brigades 

Of France, conducting murderous raids, 
And finally, with siege-lines cracked, 
Escaping, by a ruse, intact 

To Toussaint’s stronghold in the Plain. 
“Give uprp—then we will rise again!” 


Toussaint and Dessalines have lost 
All coastal cities, but the cost 

Makes Leclerc shudder. There remains 
To face the fever and the rains, 
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The shadow of a once proud force: 
Homesick, wretched with remorse, 
Unnerved by Black contempt and jest 
And frightened of its very conquest. 


To keep an imitation quiet 
Among a people ripe for riot, 
Leclerc is forced to disobey 
Bonaparte's orders. On the day 
Toussaint and Dessalines surrender, 
Seeing the crowds pour out to render 
Homage, he quickly cancels plans 
To hurry them in chains to France, 
And improvises, in despair, 

A public welcome at the square; 
Leaving rebellion unsuppressed, 
The leaders under “house arrest,” 
And everyone completely certain 


The bell has sounded for the curtain. 
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The drawing-room of Toussaint’s country- 
house at Ennery, several months later. As the 
curtain goes up, Marie Louise is sweeping up 
the room, while one of Leclerc’s soldiers, on 
guard over TOUSSAINT, dozes on a couch. 


Maarie Louise 
(Singing) 

We cut the sugar, they give us the stalk; 
We clear the table, they hand us a fork; 
We kill the boar, they give us the tusk; 
We sift the meal, they throw us the husk; 
We peel the meat, they give us the skin: 
That’s the way they take us in! 

(She goes up very close to the soldier and continues, impu- 

dently) 

We skim the pot, they give us the liquor 
An’ say: “That’s good enough for a nigger”— 

(The Sopier raises himself on one elbow and looks at her 


with a pained expression. ) 


SOLDIER 
What are you singing that song at me for, Black woman? 
Isn’t that a song of slave days? 


Marie Loulse 
(Shaking her head scornfully) 
What’s the difference? 
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As long as you're here? You tell me: 
What’s the difference? 


SOLDIER 
When you say that to a soldier of the Revolution— 


Marte Louise 
Revolution!—a fine job of “revolution” you're doing! 
Has my lady Pauline had her revolutionary bath salts? 
Revolution! We made this revolution! You! 
You're being paid to take it away from us— 
(She leans over and sticks ber tongue out at him.) 
But you can't! 


SOLDIER 
(Beginning to get angry, shouting) 
We can’t? We can't, hey? 
What are we doing?—I mean, why couldn’t we 
If we had to—if the Captain-General said— 
God damn it!— 


Marie Louise 
(Putting her finger to her lips) 
Shh! Shh! You'll wake my master up! 


SOLDIER 
Old Toussaint? 
(Pointing upstairs scornfully) 
He’s always half-asleep, old Toussaint is. 


Marie Louise 
(Indignantly) 
Don’t call him “Old Toussaint”—who do you think you are? 


Toussaint’s a general; Toussaint is our general; 
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How would you like it if I called your Bonaparte, 
“Old Bonaparte’? 


SOLDIER 
(Shaking his head sadly) 
I guess you’ve got me there. 
We didn’t talk like this in Italy. 
It must be the climate. 
(He mops bis brow with bis sleeve.) 
Jesus! What a climate! 
D’you hear a hundred more passed out this week 
With the bloody fever? At the rate it’s going 
Not one of us will ever live to see 


Gerold country... . 


Marie Louise 
(Sympathetically in spite of herself) 
I don’t see how you stand it. 
I saw the hospital; it turned my stomach. 
They're suffocating the worst cases, Christophe says. 
(Suddenly remembering her people) 
Why did you come here? We were doing fine 


Before you came here— 


SOLDIER 

Yes, you were! Then why 

Did this Christophe of yours come running down 
To kiss the Captain-General’s foot?— 


Marte Loulse 
He didn’t! 


It’s a lie! I know it is—because 


SOLDIER 
Because what—? 
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Marie Louise 
Because we're getting married; 
I love him—so there! What I did see 
Was Dessalines surrendering last week, 


And Toussaint Saturday. Did you see that? 


SOLDIER 
I saw it. 


Marte Louise 
(Rubbing it in) 
And who did the people shout for? 

Who did they cheer for? And get down and kneel tor 
Rochambeau? Pauline? The Captain-General? 
Maybe in Paris, but not here! You'd have thought 
Toussaint and Dessalines had won the victories. 
They will in the end. Did you see Toussaint’s Horse Guard? 
Flashing four-hundred sabres in the square 
While Toussaint was inside? Did you see Dessalines 
Stride up to Leclerc like this, and say, 
“I am General Dessalines!”—I heard him say it, 
Those were his words: “I am General Dessalines!” 


SOLDIER 
I heard all that. Do you think I was asleep? 
But did he look our General in the eye, 
This Dessalines?— 


Marie Louise 
No. And [Il tell you why 
He didn’t: Dessalines has sworn by Aido Hwedo 
Never to look a White man in the face. 


SOLDIER 
And who is Aido Hwedo? 
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Marte Louise 
One of our gods. 


SOLDIER 
There’s no such god. 


Marie Louise 
There is if you believe. 
I believe in Aido Hwedo—so there is. 


SOLDIER 


What does he do for you, this Aido Hwedo? 


Marie Louise 
Well, for instance, to prevent conception 
He says: “Place on your tongue a grain of salt, 


While mating—” 


SOLDIER 
Can you prove it works? 


Marie Loulse 
Of course. 
I forgot it once. 


SOLDIER 


What happened? 


Marie Louise 
I had the baby. 


SOLDIER 
I guess that proves it. 
(He gets up and approaches her.) 


Shall we try it some time, 
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You and I—? 
(Knocking on the door; he springs to attention; she resumes 
her sweeping.) 
Come in! 
(The door opens and Dessa.ines enters. Ignoring the White 


soldier he goes up to Marte Louise and chucks her under 
the chin.) 


DESSALINES 
Where’s General Toussaint? 
Tell him that Dessalines is here. 


Marte Louise 
Yes, sit: 
(She goes out. DESSALINES sits down on the couch, throws bis 
leg on a table, takes out his sword and feels its edge with 
- his thumb; in a minute TOussAINT comes downstairs, also 
in uniform.) 


DEssALINES 
(To SoupiER) 


Get out. We can’t confer with you around. 


SOLDIER 
I have my instructions. I’m to guard the General. 
(Pointing to TOUSSAINT) 


TOUSSAINT 
(Gently to the SOLDIER) 
It’s all right. I won't leave this room. You may go. 
(The Soxpier hesitates, goes out.) 


DEssALINES 
So here we are, the Captain-General’s prisoners; 
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Or better, the prisoners of your moderation 


And Christophe’s treachery— 


TOUSSAINT 
Do not blame Christophe; 
He only did what we have done, but sooner 
—Being a realist. 


DEssALINES 
If that was realism 
—Surrendering without a single battle— 
Then Judas was the greatest realist— 


TOUSSAINT 
Quiet. He is coming up the path now. 


He will explain— 


DESSALINES 
He'll have to, if he wants 
To leave this room alive— 


TOUSSAINT 

Listen, Jean-Jacques, 
We have signed the peace; we must accept the past 
To make the future bearable; a nation 
That looks for scapegoats and feeds on revenge 
Takes a slow poison that induces madness 
And ends in its destruction. The terms I won, 
Guaranteeing the freedom of our people, 
Our rank retained, and tenure of estates— 

(Knocking at the door) 

Now hold your peace. 


(CHRISTOPHE enters.) 


[ 131 ] 


CHRISTOPHE 
Generals, I bring good news. 
(Dessatines turns bis back on him.) 
Leclerc has said our special troops can stay 
As cultivators— 
(DESSALINES swings around angrily.) 


DESSALINES 
A fine thing for soldiers! 
Can they act as eunuchs, too, and wave the fan 
While you plot further treason with Leclerc? 


CHRISTOPHE 
You lie! I have plotted nothing— 


DEssALINES 
Then, who warns 
The Captain-General that this estate 
Is the focus of insurrection? Who saw to it 
That Toussaint’s letter was intercepted? 


CHRISTOPHE 
What letter? 


DESSALINES 
You know. . . . The letter where he wrote the sentence: 


“Providence will come to our assistance.” 


"TOUSSAINT 
What harm was there in making that prediction? 


DEsSALINES 


Possibly none. But someone pointed out 
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That the military hospital’s name is “Providence”— 
Leclerc would not have thought of that himself— 


CurRISTOPHE 
I know nothing of that letter. Dessalines, 
Your suspicions injure us. The whole island talks 
About your conduct at the surrender: how 
You refused to drink, and when the cheese was passed 
In view of everyone, took out your knife 
Cutting the center from the loaf— 


DEssALINES 
—and why? 
Do you think they’d stop at poisoning us? 
(He turns to Toussaint.) 
—Your sons— 


Why does he hold them in his Headquarters? 


TOUSSAINT 
As hostages. He offered to return them 
If I surrendered unconditionally. 
Instead, I insisted on these terms— 


DESSALINES 
Do you think 
They'll keep these ‘terms’? Leclerc is desperate! 
I tell you, Toussaint, we must strike him now! 


TOUSSAINT 
With what? Our best have fallen. What was gained by it? 
In every hamlet wives and mothers wail 


Because we sacrificed them hopelessly 
From Mole St. Nicholas to Crete a Pierrot. 
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DESsALINES 
How can you say that? Why, at Crete we cut 
The finest regiment of France to pieces, 
Decimated the Seventh of the Line; 
And when, with nineteen hundred casualties, & 
Leclerc built double circumvalling trenches, 
We escaped by night, intact!.Do you call that “hopeless”? 
My grenadiers, behind those walls, who carried 
To check their thirst, lead slugs between their teeth, 
Could not pronounce the word. 


ToussAINT 
My troops fought, too. 


Not one in ten survived. 


DESSALINES 

I know it, Toussaint; 
You battled like a tiger to relieve me; 
We did our best.—But can’t you see that now, 
With fever ravaging the French encampments, 
The fleet half-manned, Leclerc so desperate 
He writes for thirty-thousand reinforcements, 
—Now is the time? 


"ToussAINT 
We have no arms—or armies. 


DEssALINES 
They have no army either! Why, at Crete 
When ’round the campfires, their soldiers heard us 
Singing the “Marseillais” or “Ca Ira” 
Dozens deserted, and admitted to us 


They had no heart in it. 
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TOUSSAINT 
Yet they fought on 
Till we surrendered. What have we to fight with? 


DEssALINES 
New weapons! Revolutionary weapons! Terror, 
Rumor and arson, sabotage and murder; 
The fever can be spread—we are immune; 
Pollute their water; set Le Cap on fire; 
Scuttle their ships; abduct the General’s wife; 
Destroy all crops: the peasants will be with us 
To the last man, and purged of every doubt 
The minute we convince them we mean business, 
Divide the estates and throw the White man out! 


TOUSSAINT 
I will have none of it. When Leclerc came 
I decreed that crops and houses must be burned 
Hoping French soldiers would refuse to fight us. 


My orders were not executed— 


DEssALINES 
And why? 
Because the peasants had no stake in fighting. 
Under your rule, the Whites still owned the land; 
Destroy the White man— 


TOUSSAINT 

I would sooner die 
Than see a race-war of extermination 
In San Domingo. No. Our race has suffered 
War. for ten years now, for ten terrible years— 
Whites against Blacks, and Blacks against Mulattoes— 
And I tell you, if we do not keep this peace, 
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We will not only lose our freedom, 
We will lose our sanity! 


DESSALINES 
I don’t know what you mean by “sanity — This 
I do know: we're about to lose our freedom. 


TOUSSAINT 
You mean this tale that we, like Guadeloupe, 
Will be enslaved again? There’s nothing in it. 
Tell him, Christophe, what you told me. 


CHRISTOPHE 
Leclerc— 


DESsALINES 
Leclerc! Leclerc! 
(Pointing at CuristopHEe and addressing TOUSSAINT) 
Do you believe that liar? 
Of course Leclerc denies it! 


CHRISTOPHE 
(To DessaLinEs) 
If I were you 
I would hold my tongue about this new rebellion; 
One thing the General did say, Dessalines, 
Was that Napoleon’s orders specified 
Your deportation— 
(DESSALINES tries to draw his sword and throw himself on 
CurisToPHE; Toussaint struggles with the giant Black, 
forcing him into a chair.) 


DESSALINES 
Damn you, let me at him! 
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TOUSSAINT 
Control yourself. Do you want Leclerc’s police 
To tie us up like common criminals? 


DEssALINES 
They'll tie us up if this rat has his way! 
They would deport me, would they? Then why don’t they? 
(Turning on CHRISTOPHE) 
Because you haven't given them the signal? 
Or don’t they dare to? And what did they say 
They'd do with Toussaint—? 


CHRISTOPHE 
The orders said— 
(He hesitates.) 


DESSALINES 
(Shouting at him) 


Go on! 


CHRISTOPHE 
(Desperately) 
I don’t remember what they said! I made them 
Promise they’d do no injury to Toussaint; 
I swear I did! 
(He looks imploringly at Toussaint.) 
They promised me they wouldn't! 


TOUSSAINT 
Believe him, Dessalines. He tells the truth. 
(The doors burst open and a squad of French soldiers enter 
heavily armed. DeEssa.ines draws his sword, steps back.) 
What is the meaning of this? 
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DESSALINES 
We ate betrayed! 


LIEUTENANT 
The Captain-General’s orders: General Toussaint, 
The Captain-General would confer with you 
About arrangements for.the wounded Negroes, 
This afternoon at Gonaives— 


DESSALINES 
Don’t go! 


CHRISTOPHE 
No! Do not go with them! 


TOUSSAINT 
(Looking at them in amazement) 
Why shouldn’t IP 
Is it a trap? 


CHRISTOPHE 
No—nothing like that—only— 


DESSALINES 
Of course it is a trap! 


TOUussAINT 
Are you both mad? 
These matters must be settled. I agreed, 
Signing the articles, to arbitrate 


All such disputes. 


DESSALINES 
I tell you, do not go! 
Leclerc has orders to restore Black slavery! 
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LIEUTENANT 
(To his soldiers) 
Arrest that man! He’s talking treason. Seize him! 
(Several of the soldiers step forward, while the others cover 
the door; Dessauines holds them off with his sword.) 


DEssALINES 
Cut your way out! Follow me to the hills! 
We'll make the entire island rise in arms! 
Christophe! If you're sincere, you Il follow too! 

(With a final parry of his sword, and disengaging his cloak 
which be flings over the nearest soldier, he turns and leaps 
through the window, rear of stage; the soldiers now sur- 
round TOUSSAINT.) 


LIEUTENANT 
General Toussaint, I complete my orders: 
From now on, you are under our arrest. 


"TOUSSAINT 
Arrest? On what charge? 


LIEUTENANT 
Plotting insurrection. 


ToussAINT 
(Aside to CHRISTOPHE) 
Christophe, are you a party to this? 


CHRISTOPHE 
No! 
I swear by every god, by all the Heavens, 
I have no knowledge of it! 
(The door opens and Toussaint’s WIFE rushes in and throws 
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herself at the feet of the LIEUTENANT, putting her arms 
about his knees.) 


Mme. Louverture 
Don’t take him from me! I heard everything. 


How could he be plotting when you have his sons? 
Take me/—and kill me if he breaks his word! 


TOUSSAINT 
I cannot place our sons’ lives—no, not yours— 
Above the people’s—if Leclerc intends 
To bring back slavery, I'll promise nothing. 
(Mme. Louverture rushes to him and throws her arms 
around his neck.) 


Moe. LOUVERTURE 
Then I'll go with you, Toussaint! 


LIEUTENANT 
Come. Away. 


"TOUSSAINT 
Christophe, goodbye. 
I charge you at this moment, by all you have seen, 
By all there ever was between us, stay 
Here in this place; do not join Dessalines. 
What happens to me now is not important. 
If I’m made prisoner, if I disappear, 
It does not matter. The French will trust you. 

(CHRISTOPHE starts to speak; Toussaint stops him with a 
motion of his hand.) 
Work 

For better understanding. Our race must live 
With other races. Because we have been slaves, 


[ 140 ] 


Because we have been feared, reviled and eH 
For these very reasons, magnanimity 

Alone can save us. Christophe, if Leclerc 

Brings slavery back—and I go now to warn him 
Against such madness—do not take up arms; 

The tide recedes: reaction cannot buck it; 
Bonaparte, Leclerc,—no man can buck it; 

But violence and hate, if given license, 

They can destroy us, utterly. Therefore, Henry, 
Tell our people to forgive. Be just, and love them; 


They will reward you— 


CHRISTOPHE 
Toussaint! 
(The soldiers go out with Toussaint and bis wife; at the 
door he turns to CHRISTOPHE for the last time.) 


TOUSSAINT 
Remember, Henry, 
They will reward you. 

(They go out; CHRISTOPHE collapses in a chair with his head 
between his knees; after a time he gets up and paces the 
room nervously; it begins to get dark outside; very faintly 
from the distance the sound of drums begins to be heard, 
asin Act I, Scene 1; be goes to the window and looks out; 
suddenly the door opens and Vastey rushes in, out of 
breath, with his hair dishevelled and his shirt open at the 
neck.) 


VASTEY 
It has happened! God have mercy on us, Henry—! 


CHRISTOPHE 


(Jumping up) 
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What has? 


VASTEY 
The worst that Dessalines predicted 
Come true! 
(CHRISTOPHE shakes him by the collar.) 


CHRISTOPHE 
Will I have to shake it out of you? 
Or kill you to find out? 


VASTEY 
(Frightened) 
Have mercy, Henry! 
I've stuck by you all through it, haven’t Ir 


CHRISTOPHE 
(Letting him go) 
Yes, yes. For God’s sake tell me what has happened! 


VASTEY 
The news from Guadeloupe has been confirmed— 


CHRISTOPHE 
You fool! We knew that. Is that all? 


VASTEY 
—Confirmed 
Beyond all doubts: Leclerc has just decreed 


The restoration here—we’re slaves again! 


CurISTOPHE 
He'll never make a slave of Henry Christophe! 
Slaves are not made by signing scraps of paper. 
He’s signed his death warrant— 
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VASTEY 
But that’s not all; 
There is more news than that— 


CHRISTOPHE 
Go on!. Go on! 


VASTEY 
(Pointing at the door) 
There! Down the road—I saw him—General Toussaint 
In chains! They're dragging him to Gonaives; 
A frigate’s riding there at anchor! 
You remember Bonaparte’s instructions— 


CHRISTOPHE 
(Obviously shaken) 
Christ! 
They would not do it! They will murder him 
In some dark cellar. . . . We must stop them, Vastey! 
(He starts for the door.) 


VASTEY 
(Fatalistically) 
Too late. . . . Before we ever reach the harbor 
The eyes of Toussaint, on the horizon’s rim 
Will watch the hills of San Domingo sinking 


Forever in the West. 


CHRISTOPHE 
(Slumping in a chair; momentarily crushed by this image) 
No, No! Oh, Vastey, 
He was here; he spoke to me! They cannot do it; 


If you had heard him, Vastey! He said “Forgive .2 
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—And he forgave—me! 
(Suddenly pulling himself together, jumping to bis feet) 
—But he is a fool! 
A fool! a fool! And, Vastey, why should I 


Reproach myself because he was a fool? 


V ASTEY 
A revolutionist paralyzed by conscience. ... 


CHRISTOPHE 
Was Moyse shot to keep it clean?—Besides, 
I did it—Why, I planned it this way, Vastey! 
You remember, don’t you? At Le Cap that day 
I told you Toussaint’s moderation made him 
No leader, but a martyr? Well, he’s gone. 
Toussaint is gone—and Dessalines is going! 
But first we'll join with him and crush the French. . . . 
(CHRISTOPHE paces up and down excitedly; Marte Louise 
re-enters, standing in the door.) 
“Europe’s a molehill!”—those are words that burn 
My blood, across four thousand miles of ocean— 
Bonaparte, you have something still to learn... . 


Marte Louise 
What are you saying, Henry? 
(He goes up to her, holding her head between his hands, at 
arm's length.) 


CHRISTOPHE 
Marie Louise! 
I am saying this: when you chose Henry Christophe 
You left the world of humble folk behind you. 
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Marte Louise 
I am proud of you. . . . Can’t one be proud and humble? 


CHRISTOPHE 

There is no limit to our horizon! 

(She looks at him with a mixture of pride and fear. He takes 

her by the hand and turns to VASTEY. ) 
Vastey, 

Tell all of San Domingo what has happened: 
Toussaint is gone; though Christophe tried to save him 
He could not,—and so joins with Dessalines. 
Meet me tomorrow at St. Marc. 

(VasTEY goes out; CHRISTOPHE turns to Marie Louise.) 

We'll show 

Their “molehill sovereigns’—in a Black man’s mirror— 


Dreams that by day they wish they could forget! 


CURTAIN 
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But memorable for crime and grief. 


The French, who set the style in slaughter 
With Cuban bloodhounds, give no quarter 
And get none. When Leclerc is dead 

The very worst that Toussaint’s dread 
Had pictured, comes to pass. The jails 

Are ringed with burning cotton-bales; 

The hospitals are bombed; some flee 
Hoping to get away by sea; 

Others, for weeks in cellars, hiding, 

Come out into the light, confiding 

In promises adroitly made, 


And on the scaffoldings are flayed. 


Purged, and apparently united, 

The Island’s factions are invited 

To join in conclave, sheathe the knife 
And choose an Emperor-for-life. 
Rigaud’s successor in the ranks 

Of the Mulattoes, PEtIoN, banks 

On keeping safely in between 

By nominating Dessalines. 

He thinks that if Christophe’s elected 
His clever friends will be ejected, | 
Whereas (with Dessalines) the balance 
Will be bis legalistic talents. 
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pie reign of Dessalines is brief, 


Pétion’s dreams are democratic 

But indolent, provincial, static. 

Christophe despises him, but knows 

He has the brains, and therefore throws 
His delegates—the gay Dupuy, 

Fierce RicHarp, sly Prevost and VasteY— 
To Dessalines. The roll is sounded 

And Haiti, as an empire's founded. 


With Symbolism lacking tact, 

The Emperor draws up the Act 

Of Independence on a skin 

Peeled from a murdered White man’s shin, 
Employing for a pen, bis sword 

Dipped in a skull containing blood. 

If there bad been a White man left 

The warning might have been thought deft, 
But as it is, it merely tightens 

The ranks of the Mulattoes, frightens 
Their leadership to act, and knots 

In single stratagem all plots. 
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Ld 


Perel SCENE 1 


The same as Act II, Scene 2; a few months 
following the end of Act II, The partly burned 
headquarters has been redecorated and a large, 
badly painted picture of CHRISTOPHE on horse- 
back covers the center of the back wall. Chris- 
tophe’s officers, Vastey and Dupuy, are at the 
map table as the curtain goes up. 


Dupuy 
Have you told the General, Vastey? 


VASTEY 
I tried to tell him 
But he would not listen, Dupuy. Each time I said 
“Toussaint is dead,” he held his hands up, this way, 
(Illustrating) 
As if to keep the image of it from him, 
And changed the subject. 


Dupuy 
That is nothing new. 
Christophe has never liked to talk of death. 
Even Leclerc’s death did not give him pleasure. 
But Dessalines’ would!—I’ll bet my sword on that. 


[ 149 ] 


VASTEY 
We may know—and sooner than you think— 
(Two other officers, PREvost and Ricuarp, amble in, take off 
their riding cloaks, unbuckle their swords, and sit down.) 
The people are becoming sick of Dessalines. 


RICHARD 
Dessalines is our Emperor. Remember that, Vastey! 


Dupuy 
(To Ricuarp) 
Are you against Christophe? 


PREVOST 
(Looking about him in alarm) 
I said I was for him! 


RICHARD 
I am for Christophe! 


Dupuy 
Yes, we're all for Christophe, . 

But we must stick together on that principle. 
This Revolution is not what it was 
In the old days, when slave protected slave 
Instinctively, no matter what the consequences, 
Against the common enemy; nor even 
Under the rule of Toussaint, when we called 
Each other “comrade” or “brother.” No. Today 
The Revolution is no longer something 
We make: rather we're made by it. Each one of us, 
Feeling caught up and swept along by force, 


Strikes for himself; decisions once designed 
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In meeting places, fields and open forums, 
Now are arrived at in the leader’s mind 


—And executed in the palace-guardrooms. 


VASTEY 
Dupuy is right. We rise or fall with Christophe. 


Christophe was Toussaint’s choice—not Dessalines. 


RIcHARD 
I call it treason! Wasn’t Dessalines crowned 
Emperor, when the French were driven out? 
When he arrives this evening— 


Dupuy 
Listen, Richard, 

Dessalines may never reach Le Cap; 
Already he’s aroused such hate and fear— 
And since he took up dancing, such derision 
And ridicule—that anything can happen; 
I've even heard they plot in Port au Prince 
To have him ambushed on the way— 


Prevost 
What! Murdered? 
Are you a party to it? 
(Dupuy shakes his head negatively.) 


RICHARD 
Then who told your 


Dupuy 
Christophe himself. 
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Prevost 
And how does Christophe know? 
(Shouting and commotion outside; VasTEY steps to the 
window.) 


Dupuy 
From the Mulattoes. At the Coronation. 
The friends of Rigaud never have forgiven 
And never will. Since Dessalines was crowned, 
And massacred the Whites, the Ue fear 


Their turn is next. 


RICHARD 
But hasn’t Christophe warned him? 


Dupuy 
Why should he warn him? 


VASTEY 
(Leaning out the window in great excitement) 
We will soon know everything! 

Christophe is back! Christophe and— 
Dupuy! He’s done it! 

(Coming back to the table; to the others) 
Dessalines is giving no more orders. . 
We will forget what went before. 

(The door opens and CHRISTOPHE strides in, rather wild-eyed 

but triumphant; he slaps Vastey on the back.) 


CHRISTOPHE 
Congratulate me, Generals! 
—Dupuy and Vastey, Richard and Prévost— 
This humble headquarters must be prepared 


To celebrate a major social triumph: 
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We have a guest, a quite distinguished guest— 
(He goes to the door and shouts) 
Bring in the Emperor! 
(Dessatines, badly wounded and bandaged about the head, 
is carried onto the stage in a stretcher by two guards, and 
placed on the table, center. The officers step back in horror, 
looking to CHRISTOPHE to explain; DESSALINES raises him- 
self on his elbow and glares at them; CriristoPHE smiles.) 


DEssALINES 
Christophe! I always said you would betray us! 
(He falls back; in pain.) 


CHRISTOPHE 
(Incredulously) 

Betray you! 

(He turns to the others, as though burt.) 
Why, you might suspect J did it 

From the way he talks! But pay no attention to him. 
(Apologetically) 

He’s less than ever master of his actions. . . 
(DESSALINES groans.) 


RICHARD 


Who did it, Christophe? 


PrEvost 
Yes! How did it happen? 


CurISTOPHE 
The Mulattoes ambushed him near Port au Prince. 
His own Black Guard refused to intervene. 
Just in the nick of time I found him there 
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Holding them off with nothing but a club— 
(Looking at DESSALINES) 
The ungrateful wretch! But just then, his horse shied— 
(Looking at DESSALINES again) 
Congos were never much on horses.—He fell, 
And that— 
(Pointing at his head) 
—is what his bayonet blade did. 
(He goes over to DESSALINES) 
A turn the dancing-masters never taught you, 


What, Emperor? 


DEssALINES 
(Groaning; not raising himself this time) 
You did not come to save me. 
I know you. You arrived too late, on purpose. 
You knew about it! 


CHRISTOPHE 
(Not looking at DEssALINEs) 
How can he say it? How can he say such things? 
(Turning toward the Emperor) 

You know the people hated you! You know 
They waited for this moment, since the day 

You made them kill the Whites against their will. 
Vastey, I appeal to you: Is it not so? 


VASTEY 
Yes; it is true the people shrank from murder, 
Organized murder on such a scale. When Leclerc 
Was dead of fever, and the last French soldier 
Long since departed, I heard many say 
“What is the good of it?”—I think what got them 
(He points to DEssALINES.) 
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——— 


Was this man’s promise to the French: “Come out 


Of hiding and you will be safe” —They came— 


CHRISTOPHE 
—And were mutilated in the cellars; whipped with rods; 
Tied to the wagon-wheels; emasculated— 
I can hear them now. 


DEsSALINES 

(Raising himself on his elbow again, speaking with great difficulty) 

The massacres were justified! 
You know they were, Christophe! You know it! Wasn’t 
The Seventh Regiment—the one you trained— 
Forced to dig trenches filled with lime, stood up 
And shot, so that their toppling bodies filled it? 
Wasn't our garrison at Port de Paix 
Forced in their ship-holds, and with hatch-lids sealed, 
Suffocated with sulphur-candles?—The bloodhounds! 
How about Leclerc’s imported bloodhounds?— 

(He sinks back exhausted.) 


Dupuy 
They did it as a spectacle—he is right! 
The dogs were carefully trained to disembowel 


Only us Blacks—Napoleon’s sister loved it— 


CHRISTOPHE 
I did not ask for your opinion, Dupuy. 
(To DEssaLines) 
There was provocation, Dessalines. It is not 
Your cruelty I take exception to, 
But your stupidity—“It was worse than a crime, 
It was a blunder’— 
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DEsSALINES 
(Not raising himself) 
Then you'll pay for it! 
Your treachery started all this killing. Toussaint, 
When he comes back— 


VASTEY 
Your Majesty, Toussaint’s dead. 
(DEssaLines raises himself on his elbow, greatly excited.) 


CHRISTOPHE 
Enough of that. I will not hear of Toussaint. 


DEssALINES 
Toussaint is dead, you say? How did he die? 
I command you to tell me! I am still the Emperor. 
(Vastey looks from one to the other, not knowing which to 


obey.) 


CHRISTOPHE 


And I forbid it. 


DESSALINES 
Then you are both lying! 


Toussaint still lives! 


CHRISTOPHE 
Very well, tell him, Vastey; 


I will not give him that pleasure. 


DESSALINES 
How did he die? 
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VASTEY 
In a cold place. A dripping fortress dungeon 
Somewhere in the French Alps. They say he wrote 
A dozen letters to Napoleon 
But none of them were answered. They took his wife 
And children: he never saw them: they are gone 
No man knows where. All winter long his life 
—Half frozen, his bones half-covered—ebbed away, 
And when the Spring came (so the papers say) 
They found his shrunken body on the floor 


In a pool of water.— 


CHRISTOPHE 
(Getting up; terribly agitated ) 
Stop it! That’s enough! 


I will not listen any longer! 


DESsALINES 
You see? 
The guilt of it is on his hands! 
(To CurisToPHE) 
Your end 
Will be more terrible than mine, or Toussaint’s: 
Toussaint will come back! 


CHRISTOPHE 
(Controlling himself with a great effort; lightly) 
His mind wanders— 
What there is of it—take him out! 
(The soldiers take up the litter and start to lift DESSALINES.) 


DEsSALINES 
Though dead, 


Toussaint will come back!—Remember that! 


[ 157 ] 


No place you hide, no prayer, no power, nothing 
Can save you from his terrible return! 

(Seeing the fear in CuristopHE’s face) 
He told me he'd return! There is no escape! 
He'll come for you! 


CurISTOPHE 
(Shouting) 
Take him out! Take him out at once! 
(DESSALINES is carried out.) 
I will not have his deathbed ravings here! 
He doesn’t know I wear an amulet 
Given me by a witch-doctor, years ago: 
Nothing not made of silver can do me harm... . 
But only savages believe such things! 
Not I! The savages like Dessalines! 
(He collapses in a chair, mopping his forehead.) 


Dupuy 
(Looking at the others knowingly; speaking deliberately) 
A savage to the last. . . . 
CHRISTOPHE 


(Springing to his feet, looking from one to the other) 


Are you with me, Generals? 


VasTEY AND Dupuy 
We are with you, Christophe. 


CHRISTOPHE 


And Prévost? and Richard? 


RICHARD AND PrEvost 


We are with you. 
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CurISTOPHE 

There are many things to do. 
We are faced with enemies: within, without; 
They will stop at nothing to destroy us. Prévost, 
You will hold the South frontier; take two divisions. 
If Pétion talks of “unity” destroy him: 
The Mulattoes are our enemies; their system 
Of popular indolence must not infect 
Our Kingdom with its poison— 


Dupuy 
Then you'll be King? 
We spoke of that before you came— 


PREVOST 
We agreed— 
You must be King! 


CHRISTOPHE 
King over what? These ruins? 


This burnt-out City? 


VASTEY 
But you will build new ones. 


CHRISTOPHE 
Yes, Vastey, you are right: I will build new ones! 


VASTEY 
You accept the crown? 


CHRISTOPHE 
I do not need a crown; 
Crowns are for molehill-sovereigns, Congo chiefs . . . 
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But if you think it will cement my powers, 
I'll take it. 


VASTEY 
(Genuinely moved) 
Christophe, you will wear it greatly! 
And San Domingo—this new Kingdom, Haiti— 
Will be admired, and you. will be loved. 


CHRISTOPHE 
Love is not the essential now, but terror. 
Terror and admiration. This people will work 
As they have never worked before. France tried, 
But slaves don’t work; and democrats will not work; 
The thing that makes a people work is pride! 
And I will give it to them! Richard, you 
Will superintend the building of a fortress 
Stronger than any in the world—high up 
On our highest mountain-peak; let France attack 
And we will hold out here forever!—Vastey, 
Familiarize yourself with royal usage: 
My counts and princes, dukes and barons, though black, 
Will act their parts supremely! Dessalines’ 
Mistakes will save us from his isolation: 
I will bind my friends to me by every means: 
Title and fear: 
(His eyes flash; he bangs the table with his fist; it begins to 
get dark outside.) 
—and on this anvil hammer 
With iron discipline and fire, a nation! 
(He goes out; during the remainder of the scene the light 
fades to almost total darkness.) 


Prevost 
We are on that anvil... . 


[ 160 ] 


Dupuy 
I can feel its fire 


On my neck already... . 


RICHARD 


I can feel the hammer... . 


VASTEY 
We must bend or break. .. . 


Dupuy 


Men will be broken. . .. 


; VASTEY 
Some will be broken . . . for the good of many. ... 
Dupuy 
We must hold together. . . . 
VASTEY 


We must not lose faith. . . . 


PrEvost 
There is dirty weather. ... 


RICHARD 


And the smell of death... . 


CURTAIN 
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Of self- eel pride, and glory. 


Leaving indulgence and debate 

To Pétion’s Mulatto state, 

The King consolidates his hold 

Upon the North with such a bold 
Compulsory routine of work, 

And punishments for those who shirk, 
That palaces begin to rise 

In all the cultivated valleys, 

And English commerce fills their suites 
With gold enough to pave the streets. 


Unfortunately for dictators 

Most people are not pleasure-haters. 
Unfortunately for the King 

They sometimes even loaf and sing, 
And laugh—especially at the folly 

Of men pretending to be holy, 

And when that happens “peace” departs. 
The whips are raised. And trouble starts. 


Unlike Napoleon, under lock 


For Europe's safety, on a rock,— 
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HE reign of Christophe is the story 


The Black dictator builds himself 
His prison on the topmost shelf 
Of mountains: a stupendous fort, 
A Black man’s permanent retort 
To White vainglory; but a tomb 


Whose forced construction signs bis doom. 


THE TYRANT OF A LATER AGE 

WILL ALSO BUILD HIMSELF A CAGE 
UPON ANOTHER NATURAL STEEPLE 

TO INSULATE HIM FROM THE PEOPLE; 
FROM WHICH, IN SOLITARY GUILT, 

THE INHUMAN “ORDER” HE HAS BUILT 
IN GOD-DELUSION STILL MORE RASH, 
WILL PRESENTLY BE SEEN TO CRASH... . 


The car of consequence, Dear Reader, 
Without recourse to coupled meter, 


From here, should travel like a shell. 
This letter is complete. Farewell. 
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The magnificent throne-room of the Palace of 
Sans Souci at Milot, twenty miles from Le 
Cap—now Cap Henry—several years later. 
Doors to the rear look out on the terraces and 
gardens, with the mountains—perbaps reveal- 
ing a glimpse of the Citadel atop one of them 
—close behind. As the curtain goes up, RIcH- 
ARD, now Duc de Marmelade, and Prevost, 
Comte de Limonade, are standing beside a 
liquor table, under the left window, and exam- 
ining the distant view through a brass spy- 
glass. 


RICHARD 
How soon does the Royal Levée begin, Prévost? 


PREVOST 
(Consulting his watch) 
In ten minutes. It is four-fifty now. The King 
Receives the British Admiral: we simper, 
Fawn and kiss dirt as usual. 


RICHARD 
It is all 
He cares about—etiquette and the damned foreigners, 


Especially the English, since they pay 
[ 165 ] 


In gold for coffee and sugar. As for us— 

(Pointing at PRéEvost) 
Comte de Limonade!— 

(Bowing with exaggerated solemnity) 

Duc de Marmelade!— 

Titles he chose deliberately to burlesque us— 
What are we here for? Clothes-racks? Window-dressing 
For his vanity! 


Prevost 
You are wrong, Richard, we are here 
Because he fears us! Ceremony, expense, 
Ten changes of dress a day—are for one purpose: 
To keep us impotent because bankrupt. 


RICHARD 
Right! 
And how much longer shall we stand for it? 
His Queen—that serving girl—we have to bow to. 


Prevost 
We have allies— 


RICHARD 
You mean the Mulattoes. 


Prevost 
And others 
Closer to home. 
(He picks up the brass telescope again and looks down the 
valley.) 
Look there. 
(He hands the glass to RICHARD.) 
Do you see that hut? 
There, down the valley a mile? 
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RICHARD 
I see it. Why? 


Prévost 
I saw him cane the poor imbecile who lives there 


Yesterday, with his ivory stick— 


RICHARD 
For what? 


Prevost 
For dozing in the sun. I tell you, Richard, 
The snapping-point’s at hand! This clocked existence! 
The Reveille at pitch-dark three o’clock 
Driving the peasant to his labor, driving 
Road-builders through the swamps and jungles; the timed 
Quick lunch at high noon; the compulsory sleep. 


RICHARD 
And now, to keep the peasant honest, planting 
Jewels and watches in his pocket, to see 
If he returns them— 


Prevost 
(Going to the terrace, shaking his fist at the mountains ) 
But the worst is that! 
That Citadel, that life-consuming fortress— 
To stop the French, he says—what is it to us 
Whether the French or even Pétion’s mixed-bloods 
Crack the whip? 


RICHARD 
Exactly! We are slaves 
In everything but name again. The pittance 
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Scaled to the laborer in debased coin, buying 
A share of poverty, or 
(Pointing to the Citadel) 

—a slab of that! 
Year after year, that human chain, ascending 
Through fiery noondays or torrential rains, 
Dragging the blocks through tangles up the face 
Of sheer cliffs, sweating, cursing, slipping, falling 
Headlong in chasms, crippled at the base, 
Or on the summit, broken from that hauling 
Buried alive in vaults that leave no echo, 
To go mad from silence. 


Prevost 

Do you need to tell me? 
Was I not forced, for a mere lapse of memory 
—Failing to bow on time—to seize a trowel 
And work for six weeks on that hideous rock-pile 
By this ex-waiter-—But the finger of death 
Is at his throat: he knows it! You have seen 
His deadly fear of Toussaint; he remembers 
Dessalines’ prophecy; they even say he has 
A silver bullet— 


RICHARD 
Hush! Dupuy is coming— 
This gives me an idea. . . . Without Dupuy 
Who commands the Royal Dahomets, we are helpless. 
Dupuy is loyal, but he covers up 
His own dissatisfaction by his drinking; 
Play for Dupuy— 
(Dupuy, already slightly crocked, comes in and joins them.) 
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Dupuy 


They laugh. 7. They think it’s fUnGynde 


It was—the first time. 


Prévost 


What? 


RICHARD 
You mean—the Review? 


Dupuy 
I mean the Review. 
(Mirthlessly) 
Ha! Ha! The hundredth time: 
So who is fooled by it? 


RICHARD 
(Explaining to Prevost) 
You know the game: 
The King’s one perfect regiment, in order, 
Passes the stand out there; once past the wall 
They hurry through the cellars, change their dress 
—And pass again. That happens thirty times: 
Thirty sets of uniforms: thirty regiments. 
(Sarcastically) 
No doubt the Englishman is taken in. 
Have a drink. 


Dupuy 
(Pouring himself a stiff one, downing it) 
I will. Thanks. What a business! 
Thank God for this! Your healths— 


(He starts to pour another one.) 
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RicHARD 
Listen, Dupuy, 
We can put a stop to this right now, and quicker— 


Dupuy 
(Reeling slightly, towards the table, and grabbing the de- 
canter in his hand) 
A stop—to liquor? Put a stopper here? 
Why, what would happen to the Army, men, 
If I were stoppered? 


RICHARD 
You don’t understand. 
Our freedom, not your liquor, is at stake. 


Dupuy 
That's right! Our freedom—to be kept in liquor: 
One of the major freedoms,—in fact the only 
Still freely flowing, 
(Pouring another drink, unsteadily ) 
| —guaranteed heart-warming— 
(Flourish of trumpets outside) 


RICHARD 
(Shaking Dupuy) 
Hey! Pull yourself together! Christophe comes. 
What we are trying to make sure is this: 
We have the Mulattoes on our side already; 
And the peasants; but we need the Army—will you—? 


Dupuy 
(Looking at him with a dawning recognition) 
I will—quite so—even if it comes—to that— 


Be loyal to the King—and so will you. 
[ 170 ] 


If every sheep in Haiti turns against him, 

The Royal Dahomets—and Dupuy—will do 

Their duty by King Henry.—Have another! 

(He reaches for the bottle, but lets it clatter to the tray as the 

doors open and the Court, preceded by pages, carrying the 
Crown, accompany the Kinc, QueEN Marte Louise, the 
Two Princesses, Vastey, Sin Home Popuam and others, 
into the throne-room; RicHarp and Prévost, and Dupuy 
unsteadily, come to attention. CHRISTOPHE takes the Crown 
from its pillow and places it on his head while everyone ex- 
cept Sir Home bows deeply; then he removes it, replaces it 
on the pillow, and the trumpeters blow another blast.) 


THe Court CHAMBERLAIN 
(Announcing in an official voice) 
Hear! All in Court assembled: Henry the First, 
King and Protector of His People, by gtace 
President of the Loyal Congress, Pontiff, 
Minister of Justice, Secretary of War, 
Grand Treasurer, and Master of the Hunt— 


CHRISTOPHE 
(With an impatient wave of bis hand) 
Enough. We haven't time this afternoon 
For the usual ceremony. We greet our guest, 


The distinguished Admiral of the West Indies Fleet— 


CHAMBERLAIN 
Sir Home Riggs Popham! 


Srr Home PorHam 
(Advancing to the throne, bowing slightly and beckoning to 
an attendant) 
Your Majesty, accept 
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King George’s greeting, and my own, This— 
Is my personal physician, Dr. Stuart, whose report 


Is ready—at your request— 


CHRISTOPHE 
We will wait for that 
Till these ass-kissing courtiers are gone. 
Are you finding your stay with us tedious, Sir Home? 


Sir Home PorHaM 
I find it delightful, and assure you that in all Europe 
There is nothing to match this palace you have built 
Either in taste or elegance; this idea of water 
Poured on the roofs to cool them—extraordinary! 
And that sort of a battleship there on the mountain—teally! 
I have seen the Pyramids of Egypt—it is comparable. 
(CHRISTOPHE smiles.) 
How did you build it? 
(The smile vanishes from CHRISTOPHE’ face; the Courtiers 


shift uneasily.) 


CurISTOPHE 
By making the indolent work; 
The breakers of laws and the would-be rebels take orders! 
By paving the trails for the guns with the bones of shirkers; 
In short, by will, Sir Home. 
(He turns to the Court.) 
Let us have the reports. 


Foreign Affairs? 


CHAMBERLAIN 
The Comte de Limonade! 
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PrEvost 
(Approaching the throne, bowing) 
England will buy the money-ctops. The remainder 
Is strictly rationed. Our ministers with Pétion 
Prolong the peace-negotiations, as you ordered, 
To lull them with a false security 
Before we strike. 


CHRISTOPHE 
You have been observed, Prévost, 
Convetsing in a more-than-friendly manner 
With Pétion’s envoy— 


Prevost 
But Your Majesty!— 


CHRISTOPHE 
(Contemptuously) 
Remember. You are watched. 
(Prevost bows, steps back.) 
Now: Home Affairs? 


CHAMBERLAIN 
His Grace, the Duc de Marmelade! 


RICHARD 
(Advancing, bowing) 
Your Majesty, 

The code for labor is in force. The birth-rate, 
Following the measures you prescribed last year, 

Is going up. The fortress slopes are sown 

With yams and plantains and bananas. Inside, 
Except those chambers still reserved for prisoners, 
Hundreds of casks of powder lie; we have 
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A hundred-thousand fifty-six pound balls, 


And room for a garrison of ten thousand. 


CHRISTOPHE 
Good. 


We will hear from the garrison commander now. 


CHAMBERLAIN 
Chevalier of the Dahomets, Baron Dupuy! 

(There is commotion among the group near the table, left, 
and Dupuy is assisted uncertainly toward the dais; as he 
reaches the first step he trips and falls; the Court titters; 
CHRISTOPHE rises in uncontrollable fury, picks Dupuy up 
by the scruff of the neck and slaps his face. The Court is 
absolutely silent. Dupuy steps back with mixed terror and 
indignation on his face.) 


CHRISTOPHE 
(Bellowing at Dupuy) 
You drunken scoundrel! Your duties and your rank 
Are at an end! The Duc de Marmelade 
From now on will command my royal guard; 
The garrison at Hinche will do for you; 
Go! At once! 

(Dupuy, stunned, turns and walks slowly with bowed head 
through the silent crowd, and out the door. CHRISTOPHE 
clutches his side below the heart; a look of agony passes 
over his face momentarily and he slumps back in his chair.) 


VASTEY 
If you will permit me, Your Majesty,— 
Dupuy is loyal; the garrison at Hinche 
Is our most dangerous and lonely outpost. 
You would not send another friend to Pétion—? 
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CuRISTOPHE 
Enough! The Levée is at an end. Clear the throne-room! 
None will remain but Vastey and Sir Home. 

(The Court goes out, talking excitedly, the tension Mey 
Vastey, Sir Home, Dr. Stuart and CuristorpHE remain- 
ing.) 

Now! The report!—I want the whole truth, Doctor. 


STUART 
Your Majesty, you work too hard. You must rest. 
Your heart will not survive such fierce exertions 
As climbing to the Citadel twice daily 
And working on the walls— 


CurISTOPHE 
Great God, I must! 

I must be there! I must’ be everywhere! 
I turn my back one minute—and what happens? 
Everyone stops working! No one cares 
Whether the cane dries and the coffee-berries drop 
Like blood on the dry soil—much less how dense 
Europe shall judge our people, seeing Pétion 
Who thinks that idleness is independence! 
If you had seen this island ten years ago! 
The anarchy when Dessalines was Emperor! 
Or even under— 


(He catches his breath, looking around him furtively.) 


Sir Home PorHam 
—Under? 


CHRISTOPHE 
Never mind. 
People may grumble. Pétion’s rogues may grease 
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Slackers with promises as smooth as palm-oil— 
Our load falls equally: there is no man | 
In all this realm whose toil surpasses Christophe’s. 


Sir Home PorpHam 
That is true, Your Majesty; but how many boast 
Your giant frame, your energy and pride? 
Is it fair to ask so much? 


CHRISTOPHE 

So much!—So little! 
All that I ask is that a man devote 
Half of his labor to the nation’s greatness. 
To the glory of his race,—is that too much? 


Sir Home PorpHam 
For most men, yes. Too much. By half too much. 
Unless you win them by consent, no men 
Identify the State’s “good” with their own. 
Your people resent the little things— 


CHRISTOPHE 
For instance? 


Sir Home Porpuam 
Telling them when to eat, what not to drink, 
How many beans to grow, what clothes to wear, 
Greeting each other with a “Hail Christophe!” 
Clapping at regular intervals at meetings— 


STUART 
A little thing—this law that men must wear 


Weights in their curls, to straighten kinky hair— 
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CHRISTOPHE 
(Beginning to get angry) 
You think we are undignified? You make fun 
Of my efforts to give the Black man confidence? 
Very well. You are like the French. You will be taught 
The hard way— 


Smr Home Poruam 
—Well, Your Majesty, I have warned you. 
It is no joke. You are in imminent peril. 
If I were you I would not waste a minute 
To muster every regiment, and move at once 
Against the Mulattoes. And when that is done, 
Listen to the people— 


CHRISTOPHE 
What do you know of the people? 

Were you a slave? Have you been kicked around? 
Waited on table? Taken tips and blows? 
Worked with your bare hands on a wall? Cut stone, 
Mixed mortar, while the sun turns blood to fire, 
Or hauled artillery through a waist-high cane-break? 
Get out! We will trade tomorrow over papers; 


Where you belong among your clerks and papers! 


Sir Home PorpHamM 
(Nodding to Stuart; suavely) 
Until tomorrow, then, Your Majesty. 
(He bows and goes out with Dr. Stuart.) 


VASTEY 
Sire, we are alone. It is getting late. 
Everyone turns against you. I am afraid— 


ora 


CHRISTOPHE 
You are a chicken-hearted fellow, Vastey, 
But I love you for your frankness: you never flatter, 
And obey without equivocation. 

(He goes over to the window and idly picks up the telescope, 
polishing it with a cloth; then trains it on the distant view, 
still lighted by the last rays of the setting sun. Suddenly he 
focuses it on a point. His body stiffens. Without turning or 
putting it down, he rasps sharply:) 

Vastey! 
Is the gunner stationed on the palace roof 
Still at his post? 
VASTEY 


Yes. Whyr 


CHRISTOPHE 
Can he hit a target 


Less than a mile away? 


VASTEY 
Of course.—But why? 


CHRISTOPHE 
Come here! 
(VasTEY goes over to the window.) 
Do you see that hut? 
(He hands him the glass; Vastey looks.) 


VASTEY 
I see it. 


CHRISTOPHE 
Well, 
That idler is asleep again. He sleeps ~ 
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For the last time! We'll teach him this time, Vastey! 
Well teach all Haiti this time that to sleep 
In working hours, is to sleep with Death. 


Command the gunner, Vastey, to open fire 
On that hut— 


V ASTEY 
—Your Maj esty! 


CHRISTOPHE 
You heard me, Vastey! 
Now, while there is still light! 
(CHRISTOPHE, as VasteY hesitates, raises his hand as if to 
strike him.) 
Are you yellow? 
Does some of Pétion’s milk dilute your blood? 
(VasTEY goes out; CHRISTOPHE returns to the window train- 
ing his telescope on the distance, tense with expectancy; a 
minute passes, and as if unable to bear the silence and sus- 
pense longer, he lowers the instrument and turns around, 
VasTEY re-enters the throne-room.) 


Well—? 


VASTEY 
The gun is sighted. He prepares the match. 


CHRISTOPHE 
Good. 
(He raises the telescope again. His body tightens. Without 
turning bis back, he shouts at VASTEY.) 
No!—Stop! Have the gunner stop! 
(VaSsTEY, looking out the window, perplexed) 


VASTEY 
What’s the matter? 
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CHRISTOPHE 
It’s Toussaint! 


(Incredulous) 
Toussaint? Is Your Majesty ill? 


Toussaint is dead— 


| 
VASTEY : 
: 


: 

: 

CHRISTOPHE ; 

(Wild with apprehension now) i 

No! No! I see him—there! | 

Stop it! Don’t let him fire! Don’t let him— | 
(As Vastey is almost off the stage, running, there is a terrific 

report. CHRISTOPHE, still with his eye to the instrument, | 

gives a terrible cry and falls heavily to the floor on his face, | 

lying there motionless. There is a sound of shouts and run- | 

ning offstage. VaSTEY runs to CHRISTOPHE, turning him 


over and shaking him.) 


VASTEY i 
Help! Doctor Stuart! The King is dead! Help! Help! 
(Dr. Stuart comes in, followed by Marte Louise and mem- 
bers of the Court, singly and in pairs, including RICHARD 
and Prevost, and swelling the crowd that stands about the 
body of the King in an awed, excited semi-circle, talking 
and gesticulating. The Doctor goes to the King and exam- 
ines him.) 


Manrie Louis 
Henry! 
(Running to him, ahead of the others; with a scream) 


What have you done to him? My Henry— 
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STUART 
(Scornfully) 
Bring water! We will revive him. He isn’t dead. 
(VastEY hurries off for water.) 


Marie Louise 
Can you save him, doctor? Please save him— 


STUART 
Yes. 

(VASTEY returns with a bowl of water and a cloth which 

Stuart applies to the King’s face.) 

There! That should do it. 

(CHRISTOPHE raises himself from the waist, looks about bim 

wildly and sinks back, groaning.) 

Can’t you move your legs? 

(CHRISTOPHE raises himself from the waist again, as if in 


great pain.) 


CHRISTOPHE 
Toussaint! Toussaint! Which one of you is Toussaint? 


STUART 
(To VastEyY) 
What is he talking about? Who is this Toussaint? 


CurIsTOPHE 
Toussaint! I saw him—there! 
(Pointing to the window) 
Where the shot landed! 
I did not order them to do it, Vastey! 
Not Toussaint... . Did IP Tell them that I didn’t! 
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Marte Louise 
(Hysterically) 
I knew this would happen. I could see it coming, 
Ever since Toussaint said goodbye that day! 
What will become of us? Where are my children? 


CurISTOPHE 
(Momentarily brought to himself by this) 
I have provided for that: they will not destroy 
My dynasty—the way they did with Toussaint’s! 


VASTEY 
(To the crowd of Courtiers) 
Everyone leave this room but Doctor Stuart! 
The King has had a stroke. He will recover, 
But meanwhile his mind wanders. Go! Go! 
(The room empties, the Courtiers talking excitedly. It is much 
darker outside.) 
What a calamity! And at this moment! 
(VASTEY wrings his hands, looking hopelessly at Dr. Stv- 
ART. ) 
Everyone hating him from prince to peasant— 
And the Royal Dahomets in Richard’s hands! 
If only Dupuy were here. 


STUART 
That would be something. 


CHRISTOPHE 
(Raising himself) 


Vastey! Is it true that Toussaint was my father? 


VASTEY 
(Incredulousl 'y) 
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Your father! 
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CurIsTOPHE 
When we were in trouble, Toussaint 
Always knew what to do. . . . We are in trouble. 


VASTEY 
(Gently, as if to a child) 
Yes. We're in trouble. I wonder what he’d SAV Sng 


(Very faintly in the distance now the drums begin to be 
heard, as in Act I.) 


CHRISTOPHE 
(Raising himself again; a look of even greater terror passing 
over his face) 
All noise must cease. I must have absolute silence. 
Even domestic animals must be killed. . . . 


—What is that? 


VASTEY 
Nothing, Your Majesty: the peasants dancing; 
It is their only pleasure, after working,— 
Dancing and drumming— 


CurISTOPHE 
I have told you, Vastey, 
To put a stop to it. It’s the jungle campfires, 
The Voodoo priests again!—remember Boukman? 
(He tries to get up, groans, falls back.) 
What has happened, Doctor? I can’t move my legs! 


STUART 
You've had a stroke. Your legs are paralyzed. 
You must lie still. Perhaps you will recover. 
I prescribe quiet for you—absolute quiet. 
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CHRISTOPHE 
And I say, take me out of here at once! 
Carry me to the Citadel, lose no time! 
I see—what is happening—I see it—clearly: 
The Revolutionists are back again 
And think that Christophe lies here helplessly— 
Christophe!—But Christophe made this Revolution! 
Christophe—not you! 
(Shaking his fist at the window) 
And Christophe, he will end it, 
If end it must! 
Richard! Prévost! 
(To Vastey) 
Where are they? 


VASTEY 


They will be back. 


CHRISTOPHE 
They have gone for good. . . . I know it; 
The drums don’t lie—I know what that sound means— 
But not for me. Christophe who raised that mountain, 
Notching the horizon till the end of time 
In the shape of this black fist, will not be taken! 
Carry me there! We will outwit them yet! 
(They carry him off as the last light fades and the drums in- 
crease in volume, continuing steadily through the minute 
intermission. ) 


BLACKOUT 
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peewetL ly SCENE 3 


There is gradually revealed the moonlit, still 
incomplete escarpment of the Citadel. Curis- 
TOPHE on his knees in the foreground, and 
dressed in laborer’s clothes, as in Act I, Scene 
1, is at work with mason’s trowel. Drums con- 
tinue to be heard in the distance, increasingly 
near throughout this scene. 


CHRISTOPHE 
(Shouting) 
Vastey! Prévost! 
(Resuming bis work) 
—TI have done as much tonight 
Working alone on this last row of blocks 
As a squad of men by daylight. . . . To what purpose? 
The peasants think I bury treasure. . . . Treasure! 
As if the future could be bought!—the stars 
Ascended to on banknotes! . . . What is Freedom? 
To rule and change the shape of things, directed 
By nothing but one’s vision. . . . Popular wrath, 
Envious hatred is the price of greatness... . 
To will one’s freedom is to will one’s death... . 
(He looks up, shouting again.) 
Vastey! Prévost! 
(VASTEY comes in.) 
Where is Prévost? 
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VASTEY 
He is coming. 


CHRISTOPHE 
Is the garrison still with us? 


VASTEY 
—With Prévost. 


CHRISTOPHE 
How does he DARE to keep me waiting! 
(Shouting) 
Prévost! Prévost! 
The liar! I’m not fooled by him. I know 
He takes his orders from the traitor, Richard. 
(PRrEvost enters.) 


Prévost 
Your Majesty, the garrison is restive; 
The smell of burning buildings in the Plain, 
The news that Pétion and Dupuy have joined, 
And now the drums—I think we should attack! 


CHRISTOPHE 
The garrison will remain where I can watch it, 
Under my eye there will be no revolt. 
I know the garrison—and I know you. 
Come here! 
(PrEvost goes up to him and he seizes him by the wrist, fore- 
ing him to his knees. Turning to VastEy and handing him 
a buge iron key) 
This key will lock the gates. Here, take it. 
Lock them and come back quickly. 
(VasTEY goes out with the key; CHRISTOPHE turns to his 
cowering prisoner.) 


—As for you— 
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If you were man enough, I'd say, “Take this 
(Picking up the trowel with his free hand and eae it) 
“And build yourself a coffin in the wall!” 
—But I would not even pitch you from this height: 
Youll die, most fittingly, in bed. 
(VASTEY re-enters, breathless.) 


VASTEY 
Your Majesty, 
The gates were open! The garrison has fled! 
(CurisToPHE relaxes his grip on Prévost, who runs off.) 
But I have locked the gates. 


CHRISTOPHE 
We'll hold them, Vastey! 


VASTEY 
It’s hopeless. . .. Who will man the cannon? 
CHRISTOPHE 
I will! 
VASTEY 
But you're paralyzed! 
CHRISTOPHE 


You'll drag me to them! 


VASTEY 
And then what? Fire on the people? As well 
Fire on the forests for absorbing sunlight, 
Or on the sea for being salt! We must 
Admit our errors, and start fresh from there. 


(Shouting begins to be heard, below.) 
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CHRISTOPHE 
Was it an error to distrust the masses? 
Had I not forced their labor, would this island 
Be prosperous and independent?—How? 
Was it an error to distrust the leaders? 
Letting them be divided—until now? 
Boukman took orders from the people—where 
Is Boukman? Moyse was the workman’s friend. . . . 
Rigaud is gone. . . . And Dessalines is gone. . 
Christophe, the dictator, may approach his end 
But Christophe lived!—and will not be forgotten! 


VASTEY 
You do not mention Toussaint. Was his image 


The thing that tells you that you may be wrong? 


CHRISTOPHE 
(Scornfully) 
Who will remember Toussaint’s meagre vision, 
His woman’s-kindness or his misplaced trust? 
This fort will stand when everything that’s human 
On all this planet is reduced to dust! 
(A steady pounding, as of battering on iron, begins below.) 


VASTEY 
The Cross is gone: the Pyramids remain. ... 
I hate this Citadel and all it stands for! 


And I tell you, Henry, Vastey, too, is leaving! 


CHRISTOPHE 
Vastey, don’t leave me! Toussaint would approve 
Haiti’s prosperity—I’ve heard you say so, 
Not Pétion’s idle state—he believed in work. . . . 
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By God! if he could see what I have done 
Here, with these hands—! 


VASTEY 
I don’t remember Toussaint 


Using his hands . . . except when he signed pardons. . . . 


CHRISTOPHE 
What shall we do? It is too late for pardons— 


VASTEY 

One way is left—the way of Toussaint—listen: 
Half the State Treasure of six million pounds 
Will be enough to bribe the venal leaders 
Of this rebellion. Take the other three 
And give it to the people, as a sign 
That wealth, henceforth, is theirs—and not the State’s. 
This is my last word. It is the only hope. 
Toussaint is here: he’s knocking on the gates! 

(4 Sopier rushes in, wild-eyed.) 


SOLDIER 
The mob is here, Your Majesty! We're surrounded! 
They’te setting brush-fires to the base; I’m afraid 


They'll suffocate us in a cloud of smoke. 


CHRISTOPHE 
Back to your post. I'll call you when I’m ready. 
(SOLDIER goes out, saluting.) 


VASTEY 
What is your answer? 
(CHRISTOPHE is silent; VASTEY starts to leave.) 
I am going. 
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CHRISTOPHE 
Vastey! 
Vastey, don’t leave me!—The State Treasure’s gone! 


VASTEY 
(Incredulous) 
Gone!—What have you done with it? 


CHRISTOPHE 
Sir Home— 
He's put it in the Bank of England for me— 


VASTEY 
(Horrified) 
For you—? 


CHRISTOPHE 
Not me—my wife and children, Vastey; 
They have escaped; it’s banked to their account 
In Europe— . 


VASTEY 
Good God! Was it this we toiled for? 

Was it for this—to make your family rich— 
That Haiti was delivered out of slavery, 
And then subjected to the sacrifices 
Of your colossal ego?—I was blind! 
This is the end: I will unlock the gates; 
Answer to the people! They may be more kind. .. . 

(VasTEY turns and starts out.) 


CurIsTOPHE 
Vastey! You tooP?—I’ll shoot you if you leave me! 


(He takes out his pistol, aiming it at Vastey’s back; VastEy 
continues to walk slowly off the stage, and CHRISTOPHE, 
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his band shaking, lowers the barrel. The insistent battering 
becomes even louder and smoke begins to rise at the edges 
of the stage; CHRISTOPHE drags himself painfully across the 
rampart to the improvised throne, dead center.) 
Vastey ... . infected with the same disease. . . 
And thinks I will succumb to it! . . . And beg 
The people’s forgiveness! . . . Christophe on his knees! 
(He shouts.) 
Orderly! Orderly! 
(The Sorpier returns.) 
Are the gates open? 


SOLDIER 
Yes, Your Majesty. 
They're racing through the lower galleries now. 
Prévost and Vastey shouted to escape 
But I could not leave Your Majesty— 


CHRISTOPHE 
My friend, 
You are the stuff that empires are made of, 
But there were too few of us. ... You will go now 
And lead the rabble to this platform. 
(The Soxpier hesitates.) 
Go! 
There has been enough blood-letting— 
(The Soxpier salutes and goes out; the noise offstage is very 
close now.) 
The walls shake 
And what was groaning in the cells, down under, 
Roars like thunder! Could the earth rip open 
And swallow me? Might vengeance like an earthquake 
Carry us all, in one destruction, down? 
Too late to reach the powder magazine— 
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But not too late to cheat them of the pleasure 

Of finding me alive—the silver bullet! 

All that I'll leave is theirs to hang, for comfort; 
The rest, which is themselves, they cannot touch! 

(He fires a shot into bis head and falls back in the throne just 
as the vanguard of the revolutionists races across the stage, 
yelling “Kill him!” “Hang him!” They seize his body and 
carry it off on the opposite side, and as the noise subsides to 
muffled thunder, VastTEY, the SOLDIER and an OLD PEas- 
ANT are left on the darkening platform.) 


PEASANT 
The King is dead! Long live our Independence! 


SOLDIER 
The King is dead! Long live the Man, Christophe! 


VASTEY 
(Still following with his eye the receding mob) 
I loved him once. I still love this about him: 
He built to give his race and people pride 
Instead of waging wars of conquest. . . . Cleaner 
His rejection of escape! Better that he died 
This way, than mourning on a St. Helena. ... 
Yielding to passionate impulse is not freedom. .. . 
(Suddenly turning to them) 
But you!—his retribution is not yours! 
Are those who accept the tyrant fit for freedom? 
Your apathy involves you in his guilt! 


PEASANT: 
What could we do? 
SOLDIER 
Who will give orders now? 
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PEASANT 
The fruit will go to seed, cactus and tare 
Invade the garden— 


VASTEY 
Have your backs been bent 
From crawling like the serpent? Are your hands 
Atrophied in the position of the salute? 


PEASANT 
Christophe is gone— 


SOLDIER 
Our will to rule is dead; 
We must find another master! 


VASTEY 
Then prepare 
For years of violence: chaos lies ahead. 


(Thunder and smoke envelop them.) 


BLACKOUT 


CURTAIN 


NOTE 


Beyond the published memoirs and histories of the writers of the 
day, no original documents were consulted in the preparation of this 
play. The two most helpful and brilliantly penetrating studies of the 
revolutionary period are C. L. R. James’s The Black Jacobins and 
Lothrop Stoddard’s The French Revolution in San Domingo. One is 
by a radical Negro. The other is by a believer in White suprem- 
acy. John W. Vandercook’s Black Majesty, though written in a 
semi-fictional style, is by far the best account of the rise and reign 
of Henry Christophe. Among general works, M. J. Herskovits’ The 
Myth of the Negro Past and James G. Leyburn’s The Haitian 
People were Most suggestive. 

The history of any revolution, and especially this one with its 
infinite racial complications, is confusing. I have paid only the broad- 
est respects to Time, and tried to simplify the bewildering number 
of important characters by merging Toussaint’s historical masters, 
Libertas and Count Breda, with Governors Laveaux and Blancheland, 
and by giving General Leclerc the earlier mission of General Galbaud, 
rather than merely the second on which he was sent by his brother- 
in-law, Napoleon. 
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